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NOTE 

The occasional words of Essex dialect in the story are 
taken from Mr. H. Cranmer-Byng’s Dialect and Songs of 
Essex and Essex Sp(?tch and Humour. 

• All the places and people are imagined. 




CHAPTER I 


I T. is difficult to make a dull garden, but okl Mr. Wither 
had succeeded. 

He himself did no work in the grounds of h(S house near 
Chesterbourne in Essex, but his lack of interest in them and 
his dislike of spending money influenced the gardener. The 
result was a poorisl\ lawn and a plaster rockery with very 
little in it extending as far as the eye could reach, and a. 
‘lot of boring shrubs which Mr. Wither liked because they 
filled lip space and gave little trouble. He also liked the 
garden to look tidy, and on a fine April morning he stood 
at the breakfast-room window thinking what a nuisance 
the daisies were. There were eleven of them, out in the, 
middle of the lawn. Saxon must be told to get them up. 

Mrs. Wither came in, but he took no notice of her because 
he had seen her before. She sat down behind the cups as 
a gong sounded in the hall, and Mr. Wither heavily crossed 
the room and took his place at the other end, opening the 
Morning Post. Mrs. Wither passed him*a cup of tea and a 
bowl of patent cereal smelling and tasting exactly like all 
the other patent cereals, and three minutes passed. Mrs. 
Wither sipped her tea, gazing over Mr. Wither’s bald head 
streaked with two bands of hair at a blackbird strutting 
under the monkey-puzzle tree. 

Mr. Wither looked slowly up. 

“The girls are late.” 

“They’re just coming, dear.” 

“They’re late. They know perfectly well I don’t like 
them to be late for meals.” 

“I know, dear, but Madge overslept, she was so stiff 

after the tennis. yesterday ^ and Tina’s just trying ” 

“ Fiddling about with her hair as usual^ I suppose .” 
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Mr. Wither returned to his paper and Mrs. Witjier went 
on gazing and sipping. 

Madge, their elder daughter, came in rubbing her hands. 

“Morning, Mum. Sorry I’m late, Father.” 

Mr. Wither did not reply, and she sat down. She was 
thirty-nine years old, a big woman in a tweed coat and 
skirt.with strong features, a closely shingled head and fresh 
yet insipid colouring. 

“How can you eat that sawdust^ Father?” she inquired, 
beginning on eggs and bacon and speaking cheerfully 
because it was a fine morning and only ten minutes past 
nine; and somehow, at the beginningr of every new day, 
there was always a chance that this one might be different 
from all the rest. Something might happen; and then 
everything would be jollier all round. 

Madge did not see clearly into her feelings ; she only knew 
that she always felt cheerier at breakfast than at tea. 

' Mrs. Wither smiled faintly. Mr. Wither said nothing. 

Footsteps came draggingly yet hastily across the tiled 
hall, and in hurried Tina, her eyelids pink, her dull hair 
arranged in its usual downward wave on her forehead. She 
was a little person, with eyes and mouth too big for her thin 
face. She was thirty-five; and dressed with evident pleasure 
to herself in a green suit and a white ruffled blouse. The 
nails of her small fingers were painted pale pink. 

“ Morning, everybody ; I’m sorry I’m late. Father.” 

Mr. Wither uncrossed his plump legs in unexpected 
trousers of a natty checked cloth, and crossed them again, 
but did not look up. Her mother smiled at Tina, mur- 
muring : 

“Very nice, dear.” 

“What is?” Mr. Wither suddenly fixed Tina with a 
bloodshot, drooping and pale-blue eye. 

“Only my new — only my suit, Father,’ 

“New. is it?” 

“Yes — I — ^yes.” I 

“What do you want to go buying more clothes for? 
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You’ve got plenty.” And Mr. Wither reiumed td the 
City page. 

‘‘Bacon, Tina?” 

“Please.” • 

“One, or two, dear?” 

“Oh, one, please. No — that little one. Thank you.” 

‘‘You don’t eat enough. It doesn’t suit yea to be thin,” 
observed Madge, buttering toast . “Can’t think why you 
want to diet at all ; you look washed-out.” 

“Well, you can only go by how you feel, and I know 
I feel miles better ” 

'"Miles better? How can you feel miles better?” loudly 
demanded Mr. Wither, putting down the Morning Post and 
staring severely at his younger daughter. ‘‘A mile is a 
measure of length. It cannot be used to describe a condition 
of the human body. You can be much better, or consider - 
ably better , or noticeably better. You cannot be miteS 
better, because such a thing is impossible.” 

“Well then,” Tina’s dry hands slowly ground over each 
other in her lap as she tremulously smiled, “ I feel consider- 
ably better since I started the Brash Diet.” 

Her smile showed irregular teeth, but sweetened her face 
surprisingly and made her look younger. 

“Well all I can say is you don’t look it, does she, 
Father?” 

Silence. The blackbird gave a loud sweet squawk and 
flew away. 

“Are you playing golf to-day, dear?” presently mur- 
mured Mrs. Wither to Madge. Madge, with her mouth 
full, nodded. 

“Shall you be in to lunch?” pursued her mother — 
cautiously. 

“Depends.” . 

“You must know whether you will be in to lunch or 
not, Madge,” interrupted Mr. Wither, who had suddenly 
observed in the City page a piece of news which had 
blackened for him a wosld that was never very fair. “Can 
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you not definitely tell your mother whether you will, or 
will not, be in?” 

” ’Fraid not, Father,” said Madge firmly, wiping her 
mouth. “Give us the sporting page, will you, if you’ve 
finished with it,” 

Mr. Wither detached the sporting page and passed it to 
her in silence, letting the rest of the paper drift listlessly , to 
the floor. 

No one said anything. The blackbird came back. 

A purple-black and louring mantle of gloom now lay 
over Mr. Wither. Before reading that piece in the paper, 
he had been as he always was at breakfast, and at luncheon 
and tea arid dinner as well. But now (thought Mrs. Wither 
and Madge and Tina) Father was Worrying; and the rest 
of the day would be darkened. 

Mr. Wither’s chief worry was his money, of which he 
had some two thousand eight hundred pounds a year. This 
was the interest ypon a handsome capital left to him by 
his father from a private gas company, established towards 
the middle of the last century, in which the late Mr. Wither 
had held most of the shares. 

During his own working life, Mr. Wither the younger, 
knowing little about gas but a good deal about frightening 
people and getting his own way, had bossed the gas company 
with some success: and at the age of sixty-five (five years 
ago) he sold his shares, invested the proceeds, and retired 
to relish his leisure at The Eagles, near Chesterbourne, 
Essex, where he had already lived for thirty years. 

Mr. Wither’s investments were as safe as invest- 
ments ever are in this world; but that was not safe 
enough for Mr. Wither. He wanted them to be quite 
safe; immovably productive, stable as rock and certain 
as nightfall.^ 

It was no use; up and down they went, influenced by 
wars and births, abdications and airports. He never could 
be sure what his money was up t]). He would wake up in 
the night and lie in the dark wondering what was happening 
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to it, and during the day he prowled uneasih after it in the 
financial columns of the Press. 

He was not mean (he often told himself) but he detested 
to see money wasted. It gave him strong pain to spend 
money without a strong caftse. Money was rot Given to us 
to spend; it was Given to us to save. 

Now, as he sat gazing hopelessly at hi half-finished 
ceVeal, he remembered all the good mone\ he had been 
per sua ded into wasting. How he had dislike 1 paying away 
all those fees for the girls," during the ten years when they 
had tried to have careers! Pounds and pounds and pounds 
thrown away, good money sent after bad. Art schools and 
domestic schools, "barbola work and secretarial college?, 
elocution lessons and journalism courses, kennel-wofk and 
weaving. None of it any use, of course; all of it wickedly 
expensive, and what could the girls do, as a result of all 
the*money that he had spent upon them? 

Nothing. Mr. Wither considered them to be ill-informed 
and inaccurate in their speech, muddled* in their thinking, 
and useless with their hands. He had a vague feeling that 
Tina and Madge, having been taught so much at so high 
a price, ought to have been, like Sir Francis Bacon, possessed 
of universal knowledge; but somehow it had not worked 
out that way. • 

“What time did you say Viola’s train gets in?” Tina 
asked her mother; she sometimes found the Wither silences 
unendurable. 

“Half-past twelve, dear.” 

“Just in nice time for lunch.” 

“Yes.” 

“You know perfectly well that Viola’s train gets in 
at half-past twelve,” intoned Mr. Wither slowly, raising 
his eyelids to look at Tina, “so why ask your mother? 
You talk for th§ sake of talking; it’s a silly habit.” He 
slowly looked down again at his little bowl of mushy 
cereal. ^ 

“I’d forgotten,” said Tina. She continued vivaciously, 

B 
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at the silence. ‘"Don’t you loathe getting to a place before 
twelve o’clock, Madge — too late for breakfast and too 
early for lunch?” 

No one spoke; and she remembered that she had said 
the same thing last night at 'dinner, when the time of 
Viola’s arrival had been threshed out with a rousing 
argument about the times of trains between Mr. Wither 
and Madge. She flushed slowly, and ground her haflds 
together again. Breakfast was being awful, as usual. 
Never mind, her new suit was really becoming, and Viola 
was coming to-day; that would make a little change, and 
Viola’s presence might prevent Father from Worrying so 
much and so often, and Madge from arguing with him so 
rudely. Viola was not an exciting person, but anyone’s 
company, even that of a sister-in-law, was better than that 
of unadulterated Relations. 

After reading a book on feminine psychology called 
Selene's Daughters borrowed from a school friend, Tina 
liad decided to face the facts about her own nature, however 
disgusting, nay, appalling, those facts might be (the book 
warned its readers that the truth about themselves might 
disgust, nay, appal them); and one of the facts she had 
faced was that she did not love her family. 

She had not even loved her only brother, Teddy; and 
that was rather appalling, because, for three months, Teddy 
had been dead. 

Viola was his widow, a bride of a year, who was coming 
to make her home with her husband’s family at The Eagles. 
Whenever Tina realized that she had not loved Teddy, it 
made her feel worse to remember that Viola, a very young 
girl with plenty of young men to choose from, had chosen 
Teddy and loved him enough to marry him. I suppose I’m 
unnatural, thought Tina. Of course, we never saw much of 
Teddy after he was grown up. He neyer shared his life 
with us, as some men do with their sisters and parents. 
All the same, I must be abnornjal, not to have loved my 
only brother. ^ 
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“Want me to drive you up to the station, Mum?**.^fFered 
Madge, standing at the door. 

“You won’t be back in time, will you, dear?” 

“That doesn’t matter; I’ll come back, if you’d like me 
to run you up.” • 

Madge loved to drive the car, but as Mr. Wither said 
that she did not know how to, she seldom fot the chance. 

'‘Well, thank you, dear, but I’ve told Saxon now. He’ll 
bring it round about ten past twelve.” 

“Oh all right, if you* prefer Saxon’s driving to mine.” 

“It isn’t that, dear. And I think Saxon really drives quite 
nicely now.’’ 

“So I should hofe, after two cautions, a new mudguard 
and a fine.” 

She went out whistling, and Mrs. Wither stpoped for the 
paper, but Mr. Wither, as though absently, stretched out his 
hand for it, and she let him have it. 

“Are you going to practise, Tina?” she asked, putting 
her hand on her daughter’s thin shoulder on the way to 
the door. 

“I suppose so.” 

“Ought to go out,” pronounced Mr. Wither, coming to 
the surface of his gloom like a seal for air. “Mooning 
indoors won’t do you any good,” ♦and he submerged 
again. 

Mrs. Wither went out. 

Tina crossed to the window and stood for a little while, 
looking up at the brilliantly white clouds behind the black- 
green branches of the monkey-puzzle. The world looked 
so young this morning that it made her very skin feel 
withered ; she was conscious of every creamed and massaged 
wrinkle in her face, and of her hardening bones; and all 
she longed for, and the only thing she cared to think about 
on this young light-flooded earth, was Love. 

Mr. Wither went out of the room, crossed the cold blue 
and black tiles of the hall, and shut himself into his own 
snuffy den, a little roonl furnished with a worn carpet, a 
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lar^e ugly desk, financial books of reference, and a huge 
fireplace which gave out a hellish heat when lit, which was 
not often. 

This morning, however, it was lit. Mr. Wither had not 
made up his mind in a hurry ‘iibout ordering it to be lit; 
he had thought the matter well over, and decided that the 
fire would not be wasted, though an alarmingly large 
quantity of coal must be burned if the hellish one were hot 
to go out about half-past two in the afternoon. 

Mr. Wither intended to invite Viola into his den after 
lunch and have a little talk with her, and he thought that 
she might be easier to talk to if she were warmed. Women 
were continually grumbling about being cold. 

It ‘disturbed Mr. Wither to think of a silly young girl 
like Viola having control of her own money. True, she 
could not have very much ; when the money that her father 
had left her was added to the money that Teddy had left 
her, she could not have (thought Mr. Wither, sitting 
upright in his baggy-seated old black leather arm-chair 
and gazing sadly into the furious fire) more than, say, a 
hundred and fifty pounds a year. But even a hundred and 
fifty pounds a year ought to be properly looked after, and 
Mr. Wither and his financial adviser, Major-General E. E. 
Breis-Cumwitt, D.S.O., were certainly more fitted to look 
after it than was Viola. 

If Mr. Wither had had his way, he would have known 
how much money Viola possessed, but at the time of his 
son’s death, circumstances had conspired to keep him 
from finding out. 

To begin with, Teddy had always been irritatingly 
secretive about money (as, indeed, he was about all his 
affairs) and his father, though he knew how much he 
earned, did not know how much he saved. Every fortnight 
or so, during Teddy’s lifetime, Mr. Wither asked Teddy if 
he were saving mortey, and Teddy said, “Yes, of course, 
Father,” and changed the subject. He refused to answer 
direct questions about How Much and' What In; he 
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retorted that that was his affair. Neverthel ss, his father 
had assumed that he did save something. 

Then, when he died suddenly of pneumoni. , Mr. Wither 
had been unable to go to the funeral (which fook place in 
London, at Viola’s wish) ftiuch less invest i ate his son’s 
estate and take over its management, as he wanted to do, 
because he was at the time helpless with { sharp go of 
lumbago. 

But he did know that there had been no Will, and this 
made him uneasy. • 

He wrote to Viola; he wrote two longish earnest letters 
about the Money. He received in reply one short, vague 
little note saying that she was “going to stay with Shirley, 
a friend,” and giving no address. 

Mrs. Wither said that Shirley’s other name was Davis 
and that she lived in a place called Golders Green. 

Mr. Wither went to the trouble of looking up all the 
Davises in the London Telephone Directory; Golders^ 
Green was creeping with them, so that Was no use. 

He wrote another longish letter, to his son's old address, 
and at last had a short reply, giving the Davis address, and 
saying nothing about the Money but vaguely mentioning 
difficulties about letting the flat. 

Then Mr. Wither wrote once more* for the last time, 
saying nothing this time about the money but announcing 
firmly that his daughter-in-law must come at once to five 
at The Eagles. 

It was the only thing to do. While Viola was in London, 
there was no hope of his being able to manage her money 
for her, and the idea of it, knocking about on its own like 
that, was beginning to get on his nerves. The fact that he 
did not know how much it was made matters worse. Why, 
it might be three hundred a year! 

He thought Vi«>la a silly, comhion little girl, but did not 
actually dislike her. Of course it was a pity, a great pity, 
that she had b^en a shopgirl, but after all, her father had 
owned half the business in which she was employed and it 
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was^a solid little business, long established and well patron- 
ized. That was all to the good; Mr. Wither liked to feel 
money on all sides of him, like a stout fence ; he liked to 
feel that his Vemotest cousin four times removed had a bit 
put by (as indeed, all the Witht^ cousins had). 

No, he would not mind Viola coming to live at The 
Eagles. It was a large house ; he would not often see her. 
When he did see her, she could be organized. And then he 
would be able to manage Teddy’s money for her, and see 
that it did not gel spent or otherwise misused. It would 
make a nice hobby for her, too. She would follow his wise 
administration of her little income with interest throughout 
the yearsi^ growing wiser and (he hoped) more organizable 
as she grew older. 

She was just the sort of characterless girl that Mr. Wither 
had always expected Teddy to marry. This did not prevent 
him from being very annoyed when Teddy did. What with 
JMadge and Tina not marrying at all, and Teddy marrying 
a shopgirl, and Mrs. Wither being so disappointed about all 
three of her children’s reactions to marriage, Mr. Wither 
was quite sick of the word. 

But Teddy never had been ambitious. Mr. Wither had 
put him into a job, minor but with prospects, in the gas 
company, when he was twenty-two, and it was understood 
that he would work his way Up (where to was glossed over). 

But there Teddy had stayed for twenty years, his salary 
rising by five pounds a year because everybody’s salary in 
that company below a certain level did so automatically. 
It was not as though he had been content, either, with his 
minor job in which he earned so little money that Mr. 
Wither was quite ashamed to think about it. Mr. Wither 
was frequently told by friends of the family that of course 
Teddy’s real Dream had been of doing architecture or 
painting or something artistic ; and these Dreams, always 
popping up at Mr. Wither, annoyed him very much. 

He was sure that his acquaintances said, b^ehind his back, 
that he ought to pay Teddy more ihoney. But this he would 
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not do, for many good reasons. Teddy did not des^ve 
more money ; nobody holding that job ever had had more 
money and he must not show favouritism to his son; 
Teddy did not need more money because* he was not 
married, and so on. • 

When at last Teddy did marry, at the age of forty-one, 
Mr. Wither was in the happy position of not being able 
to ‘raise his salary, for by that time he hat* sold out his 
interest in the company. He gave his son an allowance of 
eighty pounds a year, 'saying that this would be a help. 
But when Teddy had enjoyed the use of this for a year, he 
died, and Mr. Wither was able to take it all back again. 

Mr. Wither, gazing vaguely into the fire, mused that 
some fellows were very cut up when their sons died. *Now, 
he had not been very cut up when Teddy died. It was a 
shock ; of course, it was a shock. But it was strange that he 
had* not been more cut up. Never had got on with Teddy, 
somehow, even when Teddy was a boy. Through his min(J 
drifted the word “Milksop.” Yet therd must have been 
something in the chap for a girl like Viola, quite a pretty 
girl, who must have known plenty of ebaps and had plenty 
of choice, to pick him out and marry^jStfh. 

Not that it wasn’t a very fine thing for her; she knew 
which side her bread was buttered, •no doubt, thought 
Mr. Wither, sitting upright, frown;^ and noddin g. And 
this afternoon he and Viola wouldlKve a littlet^. 

Meanwhile, he must telephone to Major-General •Breis- 
Cumwitt about that dismal piece of news on the City page, 
which he had carefully encircled with a sable ring. 

Not that Major-General Breis-Cumwitt could do any- 
thing ; no power on earth could stop money when it began 
to jig about like that, but at least the two of them could 
corfer, and discuss; and condole; and then Mr. Wither 
(despite the one.and threepenc6 spent on a telephone call 
to London) would feel better. 

At ten minytes past twelve exactly the car came round 
the short circular drive, *and stopped in front of the house. 
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The chauffeur sat with his beautiful profile turned care- 
fully from the house ; a correct chauffeur does not peer up 
at the bedroom windows, s^n the front door, nor appear 
aware of anything at all, and Saxon was most correct. 
The Eagles was a house of daric grey stucco, too tall for 
the grounds in which it stood, so that it seemed to stoop 
over them in a frightening way. There were more boring 
shrubs round the front door, approached by a good many 
steep steps. The windows on the lower floors were hung 
with heavy dark curtains; the upper ones had those half- 
curtains of white material with bits of coarse lace let into 
them which always suggest the windows of a nursing home, 
and als© that the bedrooms are large and draughty. 

Two plaster birds, not badly modelled, sat on the two 
columns at t|ie entrance to the drive and gave the house 
its name. These birds got on Mr. Wither’s nerves for some 
reason, but he was afraid to ask how much it would cost 
to have them taken away ; also, the house had belonged to 
fiis father, and he 'had a vague feeling that the eagles ought 
to be left there because his father had approved them, so 
there they sat. 

Saxon knew the exact instant that Mrs. Wither appeared 
at the door, though he was not looking at the house, and 
he stepped from the«car and deftly opened its door for her, 
touching his cap. 

“Good morning, Saxon. Isn’t it a beautiful day!” 

“Good morning, Madam. Yes, Madam.” 

“So nice for Mrs. Theodore,” continued Mrs. Wither, 
having her toes muffled by Saxon in a horrid old rug of 
unknown fur which Mr. Wither refused to have put out of 
commission. “To come to us on a nice day, I mean.” 

“Yes, Madam.” 

Mrs. Wither, who had once been a woman who enjoyed 
talking to servants, glanced at him and, said no more. 
Saxon did not seem to like being talked to. 

The gentle reader is no doubt wondering why on earth 
anyone should have married Mr. ‘Wither, and must here 
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be told that she had married him for what ( t is said) is a 
common enough reason: she feared that sht would never 
have the chance to marry anyone else. 

And when he was young Mr. Wither had not been quite 
so bad ; he had had a bold^eye and a semi-da^hing manner 
rather like that of a small bull-dog. He oi iered waiters 
about, elbowed himself into hansom cabs a d had a rich 
fafher. Mrs. Wither, who was not romantic had thought 
that a young woman might safely trust her^elf to Arthur 
Wither, and she had done so. Their marriage cannot have 
been so bad as some, for here they were, at seventy and 
sixty-four, sharing The Eagles, two daughters, the memory 
of a dead son, and*a daughter-in-law. 

Mrs. Wither was sorry for poor Arthur; he worried so. 
She wondered and grieved about him in his absence, and 
though she always enjoyed herself when he was not there 
and never when he was, she was fond of him; and Mr. 
Wither in his turn disapproved of Mrs. Wither less than he 
did of anybody, though he never showed it. 

What exalted lies are told of marriage! but one promise 
at least can be fulfilled : ye shall be one flesh. 



CHAPTER II 


S AXON drove slowly, because Mrs. Wither had as usual 
ordered the car too early, and he disliked what he called 
to himself “bloody hanging about” outside Chesterbourne 
station. The country through wjiich they moved was 
chiefly grazing land with some under wheat and barley, 
and it had the unconventional charm of Essex landscapes ; 
the little hills with oak coppices climbing them, now in 
early josfc-brown leaf, the loops of a river shining in a 
wide tree-hidden valley to which all the roads seem to 
lead, and the'near and distant cries of birds, like the country 
itself singing. The woods and hedges were alive with them ; 
they love a land like this, flat and wooded and watery. 

• The country about Sible Pelden, the village nearest to 
The Eagles, was not much spoilt. One main road ran near 
the village, but not near enough to ruin it. (All the inhabi- 
tants wished that it did.) It was a quiet tract of land, 
with a few shabby villages and one or two big houses 
belonging to wealthy people who had had connections in 
the district for well under a hundred years. London was 
just over an hour away by a good train. The sea was thirty 
miles away, and there were marshes between it and Sible 
Pelden where swans nested and rarer birds. In summer the 
countryside seemed quietly awake under a silvery sun (it 
was so flat that the sky seemed always full of light, enor- 
mously high, and falling almost like a mist) and in the 
winter it was surprisingly desolate. It had only two places 
of historical interest and no stunning beauty-spots. 

Outside Chesterbourne there were some new bungalows, 
and Mrs. Wither, looking at them, remembered that Teddy 
and Viola had been talking about renting one, instead of 
their tiny flat in Greater London, < just befofe Teddy died. 

14 
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At least Teddy had talked of it, and Viola had not said a 
word. Mrs. Wither had gathered from this that Viola liad 
wanted to stay in Greater London. She had also gathered 
that Viola was a pleasure-loving girl ; dances? new frocks, 
lipstick, perhaps even Cocktail Parties. 

Mrs. Wither sighed. It was dreadful to feel that her 
own grief for Teddy was fading. Of course she had grieved ; 
his* death had been a shock, a great shock. But she had 
never felt as close to him as she did to Madgic, or even to 
Tina (though Tina was very difficult someumes, spoke 
rudely, and laughed at things that were not tunny). Mrs. 
Wither knew that she did not get on well with men; they 
flustered her, and 7*eddy had been like all the rest^ He had 
been a stranger to her, even when he was a little* boy, 
though that was a dreadful thing to think. had always 
liked talking to other Mothers and Nannies better than to 
his own ; and when he grew into a man he would never 
tell her anything, and sometimes he was rather unkind. 

Here Mrs. Wither interrupted her thoughts remorsefully,* 
for she was on her way to meet Teddy’s widow, a young 
girl who (pleasure-loving though she might be) had yet 
loved Teddy so much that she had chosen him out of all 
other men (and some of them much younger, no doubt, 
than poor Teddy) to marry. • 

There must have been a side to him, thought his 
mother, that we never knew. Well, of course, that was only 
natural. Parents cannot expect to know every side of their 
children. 

As for Viola, she may have loved Teddy, but there is no 
doubt, thought Mrs. Wither, that she jumped at the chance 
of making sych a good match, marrying into a comfortably- 
off family with a big house and a certain position in the 
countryside. That was a big step up for a little shopgirl 
in Chesterbourn^ It would have been very surprising, even 
rather shocking, if Viola had refused to marry Teddy. 

The car stopped outside the station. 

Saxon opened the doeft for Mrs. Wither and handed her 
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attentively out, and she hurried through to the platform, for 
the train was in. 

And there was tall Viola, in one of the newest-shaped 
hats someho^ looking not quite right, with her very pale, 
soft curls straggling under it. sTie came down the platform 
lugging a big suitcase in one hand and holding on to her 
new hat with the other, peering about for someone^ to 
meet her. 

“There you are, Viola,” said Mrs. Wither encouragingly, 
catching at her arm, and Viola sfooped and gave her a 
clumsy kiss. 

“Hullo, Mrs. Wither.” 

• Her vftice was a little deeper than most women’s; not 
much, but enough to make it admired had she moved in 
circles where such differences are noticed. Nevertheless, 
she was no siren, but a would-be-smarl girl of twenty-one, 
in a cheap black coat and skirt, a pink satin blouse, and 
gloves with fussy cuffs. She was pale, with narrow eyes 
of a soft grey, a* childish mouth with small full lips half 
parted, and pretty teeth. She did not look quite a lady, 
which was natural, as she was not one. 

“Did you have a comfortable journey?” 

“Oh yes, thanks, ever so comfy.” 

“Your trunk has*come.” 

“Oh, marvellous.” 

They walked out to the car, Viola towering a head and 
shoufders over Mrs. Wither, and Saxon, touching his cap, 
took the suitcase. With lowered eyelids he settled the case 
beside the driver’s seat while the ladies got in at the back : 
and they were off. 

“Ripping the country looks,” said Viola. 

“Yes, that’s all the rain. As I always say, it is tiresome 
at the time, but after all, it does bring everything on so.” 

“Yes. It’s ever so pretty.” • 

“And how are you, in yourself, I mean?” pursued Mrs. 
Wither dutifully. “No more colds?” 

“Oh no, thanks awfully. I’m quite all right again.” 
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“And did you manage to settle everything satisfactorily 
in town — your flat, and the furniture, and th i cats?”* 

“Oh yes, thanks awfully. Geoff did it all for me, you 
know, Geoff Davis. My friend Shirley’s husband.” 

Mrs. Wither nodded. S'he felt a little av kward. Not 
only had she not seen Viola since the funt al, and had 
therefore had time to let strangeness grow up ; gain between 
herself and this daughter-in-law whom she 1 ad never got 
to know well, but the flat was an embarra sing subject. 
It was because Viola had not been able to \c\ the flat that 
she had not been able to come to The Eagles until more 
than three months after Teddy’s death. She had kept on 
writing to her in-laws, putting off her arrival because of the 
flat, until Madge, in her blunt outspoken way, had said that 
it was as plain as a pikestaff that the girl did, not want to 
come at all. 

Then there had been more delay over the cats. 

Teddy had been exceedingly fond of the cats, Senti; 
mental Tommy and Valentine Brown (named after char- 
acters drawn by his favourite author, Sir J. M. Barrie) and 
that was why Viola had felt it her duty to find a first-class 
home for them. This took time, because both were enor- 
mous, full of crotchets, set in their ways, and hearty eaters. 
They also refused to be separated, immediately falling into 
a rapid decline if anybody tried it on. Viola, with Shirley’s 
help, had at last landed them in a roadhouse near* St. 
Albans which believed in the personal touch. 

But it had all taken time: and Mrs. Wither, catching the 
note of embarrassment in Viola’s voice as well, wondered 
for the hundredth time if she really did not want to live at 
The Eagles? 

If she did not, it was very wrong and ungrateful of her. 

“Shirley Davis? I think I have heard you mention her 
before, have I not?” 

“Oh, hundreds of times, I sh’d think. She’s my best 
friend, you know. She was at my wedding.” 

“I remember her perfSctly. A very striking-looking girl.” 
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\Vith dyed hair, thought Mrs. Wither, for that shade of 
red could never be real. 

Some uninteresting conversation about the flat followed 
while the car 'got slowly through the narrow crowded streets 
of Chesterbourne. Viola answered Mrs. Wither’s remarks 
politely and sensibly, but it was plain that she was thinking 
about something else; and when at last the car passec} a 
small draper's shop on the corner of the High Street she 
leaned right out of the window, exclaiming, ‘'Oh, there’s 
the shop! How lovely to sec it again," and craning still 
further as the car drew away from Burgess and Thompson, 
Ladies’ Outfitters, "Oh! there’s Catty! At the door, 
matchings something ! ’’ 

Mrs. '‘Wither said nothing, the usual method in the 
Wither mencv^e of showing someone that they had dropped 
a brick; and Viola slowly drew herself into the car, leaned 
back, and rolled the fussily culled gloves into a ball. She 
said nothing, either. 

After the little ‘pause, Mrs. Wither thought this a good 
moment to make the speech she had prepared about being 
glad that Viola was coming to live with them, and how she 
must try to feel that The Eagles was her real home. 

It did not occur to Mrs. Wither to apologize for the 
lack of night-life, of of any life, at The Eagles, because it 
did not occur to her that a young widow needs life. Mr. 
Wither had said that Viola must come to live with them 
becau!>e, if she did not, she would get into a muddle with 
Teddy’s money. Also, the Wither cousins would Say Things. 
That was why Viola was coming. Mrs. Wither felt that she 
was doing her duty in making the little speech, but she did 
not much like Viola (so young, so pleasure-loving, rather 
common) and was secretly dismayed that she was going to 
live at The Eagles. 

She was trying not to mmd Viola’s having been a shop- 
girl. It was not Christian to mind; Tina did not mind. 
But poor Madgie minded; she demanded what the devil 
would everyone say up at the Clubf and it was for Madgie’s 
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sake that Mrs. Wither had gently repressed Vi 'la when she 
stared at the shop out of the car window. 

In reply to Mrs. Wither’s speech, Viola gave her a 
quick nervous glance and^a little smile, and* Mrs. Wither 
leaned back more comfortably now that duiv was done, 
and the embarrassing incident over. 

Mt. Wither was working out figures in h s den when 
they got hbme, but Tina was on the doorstep smiling and 
waving, and she hurried down to kiss Vio a as Saxon 
opened the car’s door.* 

“It is nice to have you, Vi,” putting her arm about her 
sister-in-law’s waist; “I am so glad.” 

Her eyes filled. She did indeed feel warmly fqnd of 
Viola, and grateful to her, because Viola’s arrival meant 
that there would be someone different to look* at and think 
about. 

And then Viola was a widow; mysterious, unguessable 
state! so different from that of all the other women under 
Mr. Wither’s thumb at The Eagles. 

Perhaps, too, Viola would “stand up for herself”? 

Not that Tina enjoyed scenes; after a stern and scrupu- 
lous examination of her feelings about scenes she could 
look the book on feminine psychology in its eye and swear 
that scenes made her feel ill; but sHe felt that someone 
ought to make a few at The Eagles. They would clear the air. 

Tina thought vaguely about scenes as she sat on Viola’s 
bed, watching her comb the untidy curls just touching her 
shoulders. 

“Is your hair naturally curly?” 

“Just a bit, but it’s permed, of course. Shirley says it’s 
awful. It won't keep tidy.” 

“Isn’t hair a nuisance. I’m awfully disgruntled with 
mine; I tried to change the parting this morning but it 
looked so woeful that I had to give it up. I ought to go to 
town, really, and have a new perm. Mine has quite grown 
out. I used to go up oyce a fortnight, a few years ago, just 
for a wash and a set.” 
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“Don’t you now?’* 

“Wo.” 

' “Why not?” asked Viola idly, wondering what was for 
lunch. 

“Haven’t the energy.” * 

This was not true. The answer was Mr. Wither; it 
always was Mr. Wither when someone at The Eagles vyas 
unable to do what they wanted to do. 

“How old are you?” asked Tina abruptly, staring at her 
sister-in-law as she stood in the’ white blaze of April 
sunlight. 

“Just twenty-one,” with a shy, cheerful smile. “Shirley 
says I’m a regular babe.” 

“Is she older than you?” 

“Oh, lord, .yes; keep it under your hat, but she’s getting 
on for twenty-seven.” 

“Dreadful!” said Tina wryly. “Isn’t she married?” 

“Oh yes. Been married three years. She’s going to have 
a baby in December.” 

“Oh, my dear, how lovely for her! She must be pleased.” 

“Well, as a matter of fact she’s a bit fed-up. You sec, 
it may mean giving up, her job.” 

“Oh, she has a job as well?” 

“Yes. She’s awfully brainy. She’s secretary to some 
old boy. She gets a jolly good salary.” 

“And what does her husband do?” 

“He sells cars. Hie works in a car saloon in Golders 
Green, where they live, and Shirley works down in the 
City.” 

“A husband, a job, anddi baby,” murmured Tina, staring 
at the floor. She stood up abruptly. 

“Well, I must go and powder my nose for lunch. Got 
everything you want?” 

The gong went while Viola was staring sound her room. 

It was furnished with large white elephants from the rest 
of the house, and draughts whistled under Xhe door and 
between the window sashes and frdm the cracks in the old 
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boards, but it was so big and the windows she wed so i^ucb 
sky that the general effect was pleasing. 

Viola could not help wishing that it had ^leen smaller, 
with pink curtains instead of brown serge ? nes; in fact, 
she wished that it lookeef just like the litt o room over 
the shop where she used to sleep before she was married, 
h\\i as she had been wishing, ever since her t arriage, that 
all her bedrooms were that little pink one, sh*. was used to 
the wish and took its presence for granted. 

If only I had someone to talk to! she thought, running 
down the stairs. 

Mr. Wither greeted her with reserve, Madge waved at 
her boyishly. Mr. Wither was afraid that she might begin 
at any minute to cry about Teddy, and as he did not care 
to risk this by talking to her, he let Tina chatter to her 
during lunch. 

But afterwards, ah! afterwards! The hellish fire had 
been banked up Just before lunch by Mr. Wither’s own. 
hands, the prospectuses of several safe and highly recom- 
mended investments were arranged neatly upon the desk, 
a flat, depressed little old cushion had even been found by 
Mr. Wither from somewhere in the den and arranged, how 
cosily! in the large arm-chair. When Viola sat down, Mr. 
Wither planned to pat the cushion and ask her if she were 
quite comfortable. And then the little talk would begin. 

Mr. Wither had been looking forward to it for days. 
He was so busy planning just what he would say and 
wondering exactly how much money Viola had that he 
looked up with a start when asked if he would take cheese, 
realizing that lunch was over. 

He shook his head, waving the cheese away. Now was 
the moment. 

He leaned over the table to Viola (who was, he observed, 
wastefully putting a whole ball of butter on only a quarter 
of dry biscuit) fastened his mournful bloodhound’s eyes 
upon her, and breathed in a low mysterious tone, 

“You and I must have a little talk.’’ 
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Viola was very frightened. When people came at you 
like that and spoke of a little talk, it always meant something 
^wful about which you had to make up your mind, and 
which would prevent you from f-njoying anything for days 
because you would be thinking about it. Teddy had been 
the one for little talks; Viola usually had one from him 
every ten days, so she knew all about them. 

She gave her father-in-law one wide, startled look from 
her usually half-shut eyes, then ga?ed down at her plate, 
muttering, “Yes, Mr. Wither.” 

“Soon,” persisted Mr. Wither, leaning further over the 
table. “No time like the present, eh? *and get everything 
settled.”.' 

She nodded. 

“Vd>w,” sa*id Mr. Wither triumphantly, rising to his feet 
and beginning to move towards the door. “In my study.” 

But even as he moved, the corner of his eye was caught 
by an improper glpam of white in the garden, and he turned 
to look out of the window. 

Daisies, eleven of them, in the middle of the lawn, 
looking untidy. Saxon had been instructed that morning 
to get them up, but he had not. He ought to have ; he must 
be spoken to again : and Mr. Wither, turning round from 
the window, found that Viola was not there. 

Neither was Tina. Neither (oh, base!) was Mrs. Wither. 
Only^Madge sprawled at the table, buttering an unneces- 
sarily big wedge of bread. 

“Where is Viola?” cried Mr. Wither. 

“Gone to get a handkerchief.” 

“But we were going . . . she did not say . . .” 

“Yes she did, only you were looking out of the window 
and didn’t hear.” 

“And your mother . . . f^hristina?” 

“Mum’s gone to see Saxon about the •daisies, she said. 
Tina wants to wash her hair or something.” 

Mr. Wither walked in silence from the room. At the 
door he paused, saying, 
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“When Viola returns, say that I am waiting for her in . 
my study.” 

But Viola, locked in one of The Eagles’ three lavatories 
with a copy of Home Chcg did not return urail, from its 
window, she saw Mr. Wither set out for a waU with bowed 
head, smacking at things with a walking-stick He wore a 
liUle check cap, shrunk in the annual rains, i‘iat matched 
his trousers, and a mackintosh, and he went off towards 
the wood, where he could be peaceful and think about 
money undisturbed. 

Then Viola went up to her bedroom and spent the after- 
noon unpacking, wjth Tina’s help. 

Tina was awfully kind; she admired all Viola clothes 
(though in fact her own were better, because she had a 
certain choiceness of taste which her sister-iiMaw lacked) 
and helped her to re-set her curls. Nevertheless, by tea- 
time Viola felt miserable, because the house was so quiet 
and everybody in it was so old. 

All the afternoon, shadows of the beautiful white clouds 
floated quickly over rooms filled with well-kept ugly 
furniture ; at night the rising moon would draw her stealthy, 
dreary rays slowly across mahogany claw-foot tables and 
enormous sideboards. It must be awful here at night, 
thought Viola. So qpiet. 

Nothing in the house seemed to have changed, or grown, 
for fifty years. Mr, Wither, despite his dislike of spending 
money, believed in buying The Best when he did spend it, 
because The Best was the cheapest in The End ; but unfortun- 
ately The Best lasted such a long time that The End never 
came, and Mr. Wither’s furniture, at fifty years old, was 
as good as the day he bought it, and entirely lacking the 
personality given to furniture by a busy, vivid family life. 

No one scuffed the Wither furniture with their boots 
when they came home tight from a party, or scratched it 
during a charade, or used it for making an aeroplane or a 
cage for bears. No one, left cigarettes to burn long scars 
on its edges or put wet-rimmed glasses down on it. There 
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it stood, superior and glossy, and twelve big rooms full 
of it weighed upon young and probably silly spirits. 

Time seemed slowed to half its usual pace by the heavy 
ticking of an old clock in an alcove, the faint smell of 
furniture polish, the meagre clusters of flowers in thin 
glass vases, and the dull shine on well-polished wood. 
Three middle-aged religious maids kept all this glory going ; 
with their faith, the wireless, and their disapproval of almost 
everything, they were well content. 

Viola was frightened, as well as depressed. She dreaded 
to meet Mr. Wither at tea after her flight from him at 
lunch. She did not dare to look at him as the party took 
their places round a small fire in the huge pallid drawing- 
room and Mrs. Wither began to pour out ; she gazed down 
at her plate,*but presently she became aware of a creaking 
towards her, and Mr. Wither saying : 

“Did you forget our little talk? I quite wondered where 
you had run off to.” And Mr. Wither laughed, an alarm- 
ing sound. 

She glanced at him and nodded, dumb with nervous- 
ness. 

“Ah well, another time, perhaps,” creaking back again. 
“I expect you will be busy for a few days, settling down, 
will you not?” 

She nodded, and no more was said. 

But in Mr. Wither’s bosom, till now only mildly dis- 
approving of his daughter-in-law, a strong suspicion and 
disapproval had been planted. 

The hellish one had consumed a bucket of coal all for 
nothing, the arrangement of the prospectuses, the curves 
of the cushion — all had been wasted. Worse, Mr. Wither 
had been done out of his little talk, and he still did not 
know how much money Viola had. She had now been 
under his roof for nearly five hours, and«5he was the only 
female in that situation about whose income Mr. Wither 
was ignorant. 

It was all^most annoying. Mr. Wither stared into ihe 
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smouldering fire, chewed a very small tea cake and decided 
that a firm hand must be taken with Viola. 

After tea (good lord, was it still so early* i Viola went 
upstairs again to her room. No one asked •^ler what she 
was going to do until dinner time. Noises frorr a bathroom 
suggested that Tina was washing her head ; Mrs. Wither 
ar\d Madge had merely disappeared. She shat her door, 
crossed the room listlessly, pushed up the heavj window and, 
balancing herself on the sill, gazed out across the view. 

It was a beautiful evening. The wind had t illen and the 
sun gone down behind coral-red clouds. The air was 
mild, and scented by new leaves. One star was out ; among 
the woods, already dark, a thrush was singing. • 

It was all enough to break your heart and Viola began 
to cry. • 

Girls of nineteen may be pul in two classes: those who 
assume that they will marry immediately and those who 
fear that they will never marry at all. Viola Thompson, 
only daughter of Howard Thompson, part proprietor of 
Burgess and Thompson, Ladies’ Outfitters, had belonged in 
the latter class. 

She had a poor opinion of her own charms, and when 
Teddy Wither fell in love with her she was more embar- 
rassed and distressed than flattered. 

Teddy had gone into Burgess and Thompson’s one 
Saturday morning when he was home from Londcm for 
one of his rare week-ends, to buy himself a handkerchief. 
He had a cold, and his handkerchief had blown out of his 
pocket on the drive into Chesterbourne. 

It is, of course, nonsense to say that just anyone will 
fall in love with Just anyone else. Teddy had never loved 
anyone but himself, yet when he saw Viola, smiling with the 
other shopgirl as. she tucked a thick pale curl away, he fell 
painfully and vi olen tly in love with her. 

No one else but this tall, very young, not quite ordinary 
girl would do. He foui^d out her name and besieged her 
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with miserable letters asking her to go out with him. He 
gave up his room in London and stayed with his family at 
Sible Pelden in order to be near her. (This was a true 
sacrifice, for lie did not like his family, and did not spend 
much of his time with them.) sent her flowers. He took 
her home to tea at The Eagles, to his family’s surprise, 
annoyance and dismay. At last, trembling with passion, he 
implored her to marry him. 

Viola did not like him very much. She was sorry for 
him, but she giggled when Shirley Davis called him Mr 
Therm, and she was never easy in his company ; he stared 
so. She was happy living in three rooms over the shop 
with her^ father, a tall irritable man who would interrupt 
his bursts of bad temper wkiTquotations from Shakespeare, 
scoop up his^ daughter, and rush the two of them off to the 
pictures, so that he could pick the film to pieces afterwards 
and swear that the Theatre, the Glorious, Ancient and 
Down-Trodden Theatre, was the only art. 

He was an ardent amateur actor and a lover of Shake- 
speare’s plays. “Viola” was not a sentimental accident 
but a favourite and familiar name bestowed upon a beloved 
daughter. Viola’s mother had died when she was born, 
and her father had brought her up, as Prospero did 
Miranda. When such a father and daughter are happy, 
it takes a more lovable man than Teddy Wither to lure the 
daughter willingly away. 

But Viola’s father was knocked down by a young man 
driving a car, and died in an hour. 

The young man was fined, and had some severe remarks 
made about him, and drove away from the court faster 
than ever because he was so cross: and after a while, 
Viola heard that her father had left her only fifty 
pounds. 

Mr. Thompson had often needed money to help the 
Chesterbourne Players. He would hire the costumes for a 
period play, or stage a special effect, or get a professional 
actor to work for three nights witfi the amateurs. The hall 
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in which the Players played was old, chilly, and falling 
down ; Mr. Thompson put in a stove, and footlights, and 
had the roof repaired. 

This went on for ten busy, happy years* while Mr. 
Thompson’s share in Burgee and Thompson slowly passed, 
in return for ready money, into the hands of Mr. Burgess, 
who was good at business. 

And so Viola had only fifty pounds. 

Then Shirley Davis (born Cissie Cutter, daughter of the 
town’s most prosperous hotel-keeper and dearest friend of 
the orphaned and miserable Viola) said that she ought to 
marry Mr. Teddy Therm, it was the sensible thing to do. 
Viola’s two aunts, sisters of her father, said so toci, and so 
did old Miss Cattyman at the shop. Teddy’s kindness 
(a little spoiled by jealousy of her dead fathec, which she 
did not then notice) was comforting, so she took the advice 
of all her friends and married him. 

Everyone was relieved that poor Viola was settled except 
Shirley, that downright girl, who was sorrier for her friend 
than ever. 

On the eve of Viola’s wedding Shirley, who was staying 
with her, had run down into the shop to find some white 
silk to mend something with. The little rooms over the 
shop where Viola had lived with her father were brightly lit 
and full of females, all talking at once and admiring the 
trousseau, on which some of the fifty pounds had b^n 
spent. But down in the shop it was dark, except where the 
dismal light from a street lamp shone upon dismantled 
stocking stands and shut drawers, rolls of rayon covered in 
dust-sheets, and stacks of Cosycurl knitting wool. A faint 
glazey smell came from a newly opened bale of Horrocks’s 
longcloth, and near it, sitting with her ankles curled round 
one of the customers’ chairs and her head down on the 
haberdashery counter, was Viola. She was crying. 

“Heart alive, girl, what’s up with you?” 

“Oh, Shirley, I’m so miserable.” 

“And I don’t blame )cu,” retorted her friend, hitching 
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herself up on the counter and beginning to swing her 
beautiful legs. “So should I be.” 

“Well, I do like that, considering it was you made me 
give in about it,” mopping and sniffing. 

“Only because J don’t see v^at else you could do. But 
I didn’t know you’d feel so down in the mouth.” 

“Well, I do.” 

Shirley did not assume that Viola was crying for *her 
father. Her tears had a frightened sound. 

“He makes me feel sick,” she whispered, staring through 
starry tears at the street lamp. 

“What, all the time?” 

“No,f)nly when he kisses me.” 

“I hate being kissed. It’s beastly,” she added. 

Shirley stared down at her friend’s untidy head, glimmer- 
ing ashily in the dim light. She was very disturbed and 
distressed. She said suddenly: 

“Look here, Vi, don’t go through with it. Chuck it all 

up and come and live with ” she stopped herself from 

saying “Geoff and me,” and ended “near us.” “I’ll find 
you a room and a job.” 

“Oh, Shirley, I’d love it!” 

“His face — when you don’t turn up to-morrow!” giggled 
Shirley, who did not consider that a short, plump man could 
suffer. 

But the picture of Teddy’s face sobered Viola. He had 
told 'her so often that she was the only person that he loved 
in the world, that his life lay in her hands and it would 
break his heart if she ever let him down. 

It would be wicked to let a person down when they felt 
like that about you: and as she stared longingly up at 
Shirley, she gently shook her head. 

“You aren’t thinking of marrying anyone else, are you, 
for mercy’s sake?” inquired Shirley, ^slithering off the 
counter and relieved (though she still felt disturbed and 
distressed) that Vi, after all, was going through with it. 

“Me? Good lord, no!” * 
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This was true. Viola had no regular boy when she met 
Teddy, and few admirers. She was too quiet for local taste, 
which admired Shirley’s thick red curls, clear pini; and white 
skin, and ringing voice; and though she wen: to dances 
sometimes and met boys anfi thoroughly enjoyt i such out- 
ings, she enjoyed going to the pictures with ht * father, or 
watching him act, quite as much. Boys did nc notice her 
much, and she did not notice them. It was qu te true that 
she was not “thinking” of marrying anyone els,;. 

Nevertheless, at the back of her mind, whenever she 
retired there for a reverie about a wedding, lingered the day- 
dream that one day she would marry Victor Spring. 

• 

All the girls who had grown up in Chesterboufne — 
the girls in Woolworth’s and the young ladies in Barclay’s 
Bank, the assistants in the two smart hairdressing shops 
and the tradesmen’s daughters, the shopgirls and the typists 
and secretaries, the young receptionist at the Miraflor 
Caf(6 and the waitresses therein — they all day-dreamed 
just a little, when they retired to the back of their own 
minds for a reverie about a wedding, of marrying Victor 
Spring. 

He was the richest young man in the neighbourhood, 
he had the biggest car, the smartest house, the gayest 
parties. He was so good-looking that he made the heart, 
in that foolish old saying, beat a little faster, and so charged 
with controlled energy and health that everyone felt more 
alive when he had been near. 

All these local girls like Viola, who had grown up in 
Chesterbourne or Sible Pelden and found jobs there, knew 
all about Victor Spring, his widowed mother and his cousin 
Hetty Franklin, who lived with them. While the day- 
dreamers were still at school, they used to see Victor, home 
from Harrow at fhristmas, passing through the town in 
his father’s car on the way to some festivity at one of the 
local big houses. The glimpse of the handsome boy, self- 
assured, charming in his Etons and the legendary, absurdly 
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becoming topper, went straight into their romantic pigtailed 
or shingled heads and lingered there for years. 

No one remained virgin for his sake, no one drowned 
herself in the Bourne, they all grew up prepared to marry 
the publican, the tailor and tfee chemist as their mothers 
had done before them; but there was a continual soft 
current of feminine speculation and comment in Chester- 
bourne and Sible Pelden about the doings, the income, and 
possible bride of Victor Spring. 

Viola had day-dreamed like the others, although she 
had never spoken to the young god. Even after she was 
Mrs. Theodore Wither (and was not very happy, because 
after he* was married to her, Teddy discovered that she was 
not so poetic and marvellous as he had supposed, and 
naturally this made him less fond of her) she sometimes 
found herself imagining a wedding in the old church at 
Sible Pelden, to which she and her father used sometimes 
to walk on Sundays, with herself in white satin and orange- 
blossoms ; and, SVaiting for her at the end of the church as 
she came slowly down on her dear father’s arm, was 
Victor Spring. 

Then she would wake up with a shock, realizing that she 
was married and would never have a lovely wedding like 
that, with a handsome young man to look down lovingly 
at her and tell her tljat she was beautiful. 

And as she was now a widow, moored firmly in the 
bosom of her late husband’s family, it did not seem likely 
that she would ever marry Victor Spring. 

As she leaned against the window frame, crying because 
she was so lonely and missed her father so much, she 
could see through her tears and the thinly-leaved trees the 
red brick and white woodwork of the Springs’ house, 
Grassmere, crowning the hill on the other side of the 
valley. 

Between the two hills, each with a house, was a little 
wood. Its paths were dark with evening now. 

She stared at the house, realizing that it was his, yet 
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not actually thinking about him. He was not a real person 
to her; he was a dream. But he lived, and had lived ever 
since' she had known about him, in a wonderful world 
where everyone was happy, and wore lovely t iothes, and 
went to dances and shows every night and enj »yed every- 
thing. 

How she longed to live in that world! 

The house looked romantic as a fairy palaci to her, as 
she stared across through half a mile of twilit air. How big 
and rich it was! There was a light in one o( the upper 
rooms, strong and golden (all the lights at The liagles were 
dim; Mr. Wither said that bright lights were bad for 
the eyes). 

This is a beastly, miserable hole, she thought, the tears 
running warmly down, and Tve got to live here for every 
until Tm as old as Tina. I’ll never get away. Never. 

Away on the other side of the valley sounded the long 
arrogant note of a car’s horn. It was Victo rjpring^s great 
Bentle y, bringing him back for the wdek-end, dashing 
homeward through the darkening lanes. Like the horn of 
the Prince who came to awaken the Sleeping Beauty it 
sounded, a thrilling imperious call echoing through the 
little twilit wood. 



CHAPTER III 


O N the same April morning that Viola came to Jhe 
Eagles Mrs. Spring, of Grassmere, sat in the morning- 
room glancing through the Daily Express and sipping her 
orange juice. 

Victor had already gone to London. The house still 
quivered with his departure; virtue had gone out of it. 
It was left to women and servants until his return in the 
evening. 

He had said nothing at breakfast, except that he would 
be in to dinner, and only once had he glanced out of the 
window because something, a gleam of improper white, 
had caught his eye. Daisies, five of them, on the green 
su6de lawn which his gardeners kept perfect. 

But he at once looked down at his paper again, without 
frowning. By ten o’clock the daisies would be gone; the 
gardeners would have worked round to them in their daily 
routine. 

The house and its grounds resembled the first-act set of 
an old-fashioned musical comedy. The brickwork was a 
strong new red, the woodwork, of which there was much, 
a dazzling white. So soon as either material lost this 
freshness, Victor had it cleaned and repainted, for he did 
not so much dislike shabbiness as take it for granted that 
shabbiness could not exist; and every room in the warm, 
perfectly equipped mansion went through the same strict 
treatment. 

If gin was spilled upon a cushion of bright plum-red 
velvet with a heavy silver fringe, then - that cushion dis- 
appeared and another one, of black satin embroidered 
heavily with irises in fourteen natural shades and costing 
495'. 1 Irf. took its place. Should in ashtray in the shape of 
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a winsomely begging Sealyham fall on the floor and chip 
an car, away it went, and another, shaped like a coquettishly 
imploring Cairn apf)eared in its stead, each having cost 
375. 6d, 

Baskets of brightly gilded wicker full of sei: >onal plants 
in blossom hung above the pleasant veranda v nich ran the 
length of the house. A troop of dogs sprawlc ' in the sun- 
light on the veranda floor, not troubling to j ance at the 
open french windows because all five knew hat, if they 
strayed inside, they would be heartily thrashcvl. 

Below the three tennis courts a shrubbery of rhododen- 
drons sloped to the banks of the Bourne, where Victor 
had a private landing-stage, and the house for his outboard, 
punt and little sailing-boat. Every now and then a white 
sail glided past above the dark green bushes or the patched 
one of a barge, the colour of a tiger-lily, loomed by on its 
way up to Chesterbourne. 

The house and grounds had that feeling (delightful or 
not so delightful; that depends upon whether one likes 
parties) of moving a little faster than other places, as though 
it were always upon the brink of a party. This was because 
cheerful, though permissible, noises sounded through the 
parquet-floored corridors and the luxurious rooms that did 
not contain a single book. A pretty maid steered the 
Hoover across a carpet (Mrs. Spring hated plain maids; 
they depressed her), a burst of gay music came from a 
wireless that was being overhauled in readiness for next 
week-end’s party, a young gardener whistled as he worked, 
or Mrs. Spring sat before her piianola playing the Handker- 
chief Dance. The telephone rang every half-hour or so. 
Vans from Harrods, from Fortnum and Mason and Cartier, 
came up to the house, and out of them came plain, wickedly 
expensive-looking parcels that were carried triumphantly 
indoors. These wpre for Mrs. Spring, whose hobby was 
shopping. 

It was money royally spent that flowed through this 
house like the Gulf Streaftn ; warming the roorns, making 
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the maids smile and the gardeners whistle, luring vans to 
the door. Victor treated money, not like a tyrant that 
must be alternately fawned upon and bullied, but as an old 
pal; he stood it drinks, so to speak, and it stood him more 
drinks in return. He had a way with it; it came to his 
whistle. 

His father had left him a valley in Kent filled up with 
soft-fruit beds and a factory for canning their produce, 
and this brought him a very handsome income ; but Victor 
had used the Sunny Valley Brand as a mere jumping-off 
point. He had (to speak moderately) extended his interests. 
He was a rich man, and would be richer. 

Despite the lavishness of his establishment, he lived within 
his income and did not get into debt. Indeed, for such a 
rich young man, with such golden prospects of being so 
much richer, he lived rather modestly. His tastes were 
simple : he liked the best and plenty of it. 

Mrs. Spring, daughter of a country-town doctor and a 
social rung or two above her late husband, had a more than 
comfortable income of her own, left to her by Mr. Spring, 
Some of it went on beauty treatments. But they were 
useless; her skin knew that it was fifty-two years old and 
stretched over a body in ill-health, and it refused to look any- 
thing but ravaged. She dressed fashionably, without forget- 
ting her age. Her delicacy of body made her often irritable, 
but in her heart she was content enough. She lived from 
moment to moment, unharried by imagination, enjoyed 
entertaining her many friends, was extremely fond of Victor 
and tried to be patient with her niece Hetty, but did not find 
this easy. 

She was breakfasting earlier than usual because she was 
going up to London for a day’s shopping. She enjoyed 
such excursions more than anything in the world ; her only 
regret was that she had no daughter tp enjoy them with 
her. 

Hetty was no use at shopping. Hetty took no interest, 
unless Mrs. Spring hurried into the book department at 
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Harrods to buy a book of dog and horse pictures, costing 
for a friend who was keen on dogs and hci ses. Then, 
indeed, Hetty could hardly be dragged away. She was a 
thoroughly sickening girl. “Old Het-Up,” Victoi called her, 
because she got so excited ‘over poetry and a:I that sort 
of thing. 

Nevertheless, Hetty was going to town to-di»y witl\ her 
aunt because the fine weather seemed to have sv t in, and a 
gay, busy summer with many guests, parties and excursions 
lay ahead of Grassmere, for which its ladies must have the 
right clothes and plenty of them. 

Mrs. Spring compelled herself to relax while she sipped 
the juice and skimmed the anything-but-relaxing pages of 
the journal, but she was feeling irritable because Hetty was 
not there, dressed and ready to start. Hetty had eaten her 
breakfast and slipped off. She was always slipping off, and 
it annoyed Mrs. Spring very much; she liked to have 
someone there to ask advice of, and to discuss the day’s 
plans with. 

Besides, at the last minute Hetty might be missing; 
that had happened once, and the train had been missed. 
Even Victor had been very angry with Hetty about that: 
he could not believe that anyone could actually miss a train. 
He was not easy-going. 

To-day there was plenty of time, but Mrs. Spring was 
uneasy. She rang, and said to the maid who came in, 
“Go and see if Miss Hetty is in her room, and ask her to 
come down.” 

TTie girl, a very pretty little thing from Merionethshire, 
said, “Yes, Madam,” and went out. But she did not go 
upstairs. 

Victor’s unrelaxing standard of eflBciency kept the whole 
of Grassmere’s interior new and spotless, and the grounds 
as well. But, like ^ king whose empire is so vast that he 
cannot find the time to visit certain squalid tribes on its 
frontiers, Victor never went into the hinterland of the 
vegetable garden, a desett of dumps, disused frames. 
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manure heaps and a very large water-butt, originally painted 
a bright turquoise blue. 

Time and weather had faded this colour to softness, and 
it now glowed coolly against the canopy of pale red and 
white blossoms in the little orchard, where the apple-trees 
were out. The almond-trees were flowering, and the cherry, 
and the pear in a waterfall of white stars, and the dark pink 
crab-apple. Hetty sat on three old bricks with her back 
against the water-butt, a book on her knees, gazing up at 
the youngest gardener, a comely youth tied up here and 
there with bast. He was saying : 

“You see. Miss Hetty, it’s Mr. Spring. He likes to know 
every single thing as goes in, Mr. Spring does.” 

“Yes, I know he does, but surely he’d never notice one 
more cherry-tree among all the others.” 

“He’d be sure to see me puttin’ her in, Miss Hetty. 
’Sides, it ’ud take me off my reg’lar wuck. Proper lot to do 
there is, here.” 

“1 could put it in,” she said eagerly. 

“Not right, you couldn’t, if you’ll excuse me a-sayin’ 
soo. Miss Hetty. Why, even a doddy tree like that un here,” 
he pointed to a little cherry close by, “her takes time to 
put in, an’ it moost be done right. If she ain’t done right, 
her might die, and you wouldn’t like that, would you?” 

His young voice, in which the colourless vowels taught 
to him at school were gradually being replaced by the 
natural broad ones of his county, was soft and kind as 
though he spoke to a child, but it was also amused. Miss 
Hetty certainly didn’t goo on like most young ladies, and 
her differences were funny. 

“No, I shouldn’t,” she answered shortly, turning her 
head quickly away to look at the fairy cloud of flowers. 
Her small blue eyes were deeply set and slightly misty from 
too much reading. They had a resentful^ook which never left 
them except when she saw a book or the name of a writer. 

“You see, Heyrick,” she began again, after a pause, 
then stopped. Then went on, ^‘Do you like music?” 
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“ Don’t know much about it. Miss Hetty.” 

“Well, do you know a song called In Sum ^'iertime on 
Bredonl'^ 

“Like this, does it goo?^” and Heyrick br kc into a 
beautiful whistle, strong as a blackbird’s. 

“That’s it — that’s it! How on earth did y( i come to 
know it?” 

“ On the wireless last night. Miss Hetty. Propi r good ’un, 
that is.” 

“And the words — do you remember the wo ds?” 

He grinned widely. “Count I never noticed 'em. Miss 
Hetty.” 

“Well, never mind, only they’re very beaut it ul and the 
man who wrote them has just died. That’s why I want to 
plant the cherry-tree, you see. In his memory, sort-of.” 

Heyrick nodded, his amused look deepening. 

“He was a writer — a poet,” she explained, hugging her 
knees and staring up at the starry white waterfall (The pear 
stood high and snowed). “A very true podt.” 

“Same as Kipling? Welarned a piece by Kipling at school. 
//*, it were called. Count I’ve forgotten most of it now.” 

“Not a bit like Kipling,” corrected Hetty, “though 
Kipling’s a marvel. Only he’s out of fashion, they say 
(dunderheads). Oh well,” scrambling up ungracefully and 
dusting her skirt, “thanks, Heyrick. It doesn’t matter. 
It’s not worth the fuss there’d be. Only 1 thought as a 
wild cherry, full standard, only costs seven and sixpence, 
I could just buy one and stick it in somewhere. I might 
have known I couldn’t . . . though there’s room enough.” 

“There is soo. Miss Hetty,” said Heyrick with feeling; 
he was a little lazy. 

Hetty grimly pulled her hat over her resentful eyes, and 
was bending to pick up her expensive handbag from the 
ground when little Merionethshire came breathlessly round 
ithe water-butt. 

“Please, Miss Hetty, Madam says will you go in. She 
wants you.” * 
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“Did she send you out here?” 

Hetty’s tone was alarmed. The water-butt, in the only 
untidy corner at Grassmere, was her poetry-reading 
place. 

“Indeed no. Miss Hetty, she said to go up to your 
room, only 1 thought as you’d most likely be out here, 
seeing it’s a nice morning and Heyrick said ” 

“All right. Thanks,” Hetty interrupted the flow of lilting 
Welsh. “Don’t tell anyone I come here, will you, please, 
Davies? It’s nice to be quiet sometimes.” 

“Indeed and I won’t. Miss Hetty,” promised Merioneth- 
shire with a trace of condescension but willingly enough, 
and meant what she said. A secret was a secret, even if it 
wasn’t about Boys. Any secret was better than none. 

“Poor Miss Hetty,” said Merionethshire when Hetty 
had gone, turning a flower-like effect of carnation lips, 
peony cheeks and pansy-dark eyes on Heyrick. “She did 
ought to get married, I think.” 

“Count she ain’t the only one,” and Heyrick loomed 
down upon little Merionethshire, who disappeared against 
the corduroys and bast in a storm of squeaks. 

“Where did you get to, Hetty?” fretfully inquired 
Mrs. Spring, pulling on her gloves. “ I do wish you wouldn’t 
sneak off like that just when I want to talk to you.” 

“Sorry, Aunt Edna.” 

They took their places in the car, which moved off as 
Mr^. Spring began to talk about the day’s programme. 

Hetty sat silent, in the smart coat and skirt chosen by 
her aunt, which she wore badly. She was a plump girl of 
a little over twenty, with dark hair worn in an untidy knob, 
a bad complexion and small, well-formed features that were 
unexpectedly attractive. 

She was the only daughter of Mrs. Spring’s only sister; 
her father and mother were dead, and she had lived, since 
she was five, with her aunt and her cousin Victor. She had 
some hundred pounds a year of her own left to her by her 
mother, but Mrs. Spring did dot consider this pittance 
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enough for a girl to live on in virtue and coml )rt, and had 
insisted upon carrying Hetty off. 

Mrs. Spring had loved her sister very < early; their 
affection had been the deepest experience in he unimagina- 
tive life, and she had hoj5ed that Hetty, as that sister’s 
daughter, would be like Winnie come back ag: n. 

But Hetty had taken after her father’s side ; t e unsuccess- 
ful (that is, poor) Franklins who were all iachers and 
parsons and librarians, and as dull as ditch water, with 
their noses in books, their socks in holes and tneir finances 
in muddles. Hetty was a disappointment. All that Mrs. 
Spring could do with Hetty was to let Victor see that her 
investments did n<Jt go down, while she herself chose her 
clothes and tried to marry her off. 

Not that Mrs. Spring was a fanatic about girls getting 
married ; a lot of rubbish was talked about marriage, and 
nowadays a girl could have a really good time (dances, 
riding, shows, flying, parties, yachting and golf) without 
marriage, especially if she had money. . 

But Hetty had no money. Mrs. Spring did not look upon 
one hundred pounds a year as money: she would have 
agreed with those gangsters who refer contemptuously to 
small amounts as chicken feed. Hetty was also a discon- 
tented, queer girl whom nothing pleased but rubbishy books 
by immoral highbrow authors. So the sooner Hetty 
married, the better. 

As for Hetty, she had not the courage to say so, but she 
considered the life led at Grassmere to be tedious, futile 
and coarse. (She was always wondering what Doctor 
Johnson would have said about it, and inventing Imaginary 
Conversations with him about the people who came down 
for week-ends — “Sir, Mr. So and So is a fool, and twice a 
fool, for he is not aware of his folly.”) Her aunt’s interests 
bored her, and she found h^r cousin Victor’s lack of 
imagination unaUractive. 

What was the use of a man’s being handsome if he were 
also stupid? • 
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She could talk to no one at Grassmere about books. 

At Grassmere no one read books. They occasionally 
read a thriller from the Boots in Chesterbourne, but more 
often they looked at the Taller, Vogue, the Sunday Pictorial, 
Homes and Gardens, and journals about cars and out- 
boards. These periodicals had to compete with the wireless, 
the pianola, the telephone, visitors, gossip and the dogs. 
Usually they were defeated. 

Hetty’s passion for poetry (the word, usually too strong 
for the taste it describes, here falls short of her feelings) 
had been discovered by her at school, and fostered there. 
Now it must be indulged in secret ; or her aunt and cousin 
laughed, then spoke sharply. They did not like young 
girls .to’b^e brainy and different. Brainy, different girls, 
who were yet not brainy enough to have a career, were 
misfits. When, like Hetty, they were bad at parties, riding, 
tennis, ski-ing, flying, yachting and golf, they were a trial, 
thorns in the Spring flesh. 

Hetty turned to stare at The Eagles as the car passed; 
she always liked to look at that tall dark grey house in 
which lived Mr. Wither and his sad-looking daughter. 
Hetty had never spoken to any of the Withers, but she liked 
to muse about the inside of their house and their life ; she 
imagined it full of strange psychological complexities, like a 
very modern novel. 

The house, with its dreary flowerless shrubs and darkly 
curtained windows, was as full of romance to her, as a 
mansion in a story by Tchekov. It was so different from 
Grassmere, where everything was beastly new. 

I wish I could get away, thought Hetty wistfully as the 
car swung into the station yard, and live in a house like 
The Eagles, where it’s peaceful, and life is full of a muted, 
melancholy beauty. 

“Hetty! Your handbag!” exclaimed Mrs. Spring. 

The chauffeur bent and carefully picked it from the gutter. 



CHAPTER IV 


W HEN Viola had been at The Eagles fov:; days, Mr. 

Wither made another attempt to bring , ff the little 
talk, and this time he succeeded. 

His den commanded a view of the little library across the 
hall, and by sitting with the door half-open i:i a ghastly 
draught he had disfovered that Viola went to the library 
every day after lunch to choose a book. 

She made no attempt to organize her days at The Eagles ; 
she went about bored and miserable, and half the time 
Mr. Wither (whose own days were well organized in 
prowling after his money and bothering Major-General 
Breis-Cumwitt and wondering how much money other 
people had and how it was getting on aftd organizing his 
wife and daughters and seeing that nothing was wasted) 
did not know what she did with herself. But for three days 
now he had seen her go to the library and stand for some 
time flicking over the pages of books and sometimes making 
a scornful little face which affronted Mr. Wither very much, 
because it implied that the books in bis library were not 
worth reading. 

On the fourth day Mr. Wither gave her five minutes to 
get settled at her flicking and face-making, then he quietly 
got up from his chair and scuttled across the hall. 

cried Viola, dropping My Dogs and Me by Millie 
Countess of Scatterby. “Oh, Mr. Wither, how you made 
me jfump!” 

“Choosing a book?” inquired Mr. Wither, with the 
smile he used when he wanted’ to lure people into doing 
something that they would dislike. “Well, there’s plenty of 
choice, plenty of choice. Getting along quite comfortably, 
eh? Settling down, and* feeling quite at home?” 

41 
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“Yes, thank you, Mr. Wither,” muttered Viola, staring 
at him and desperately remembering how Shirley had 
warned her not to let Old Therm get her down. Stand up 
to him, the old heel, had been §hirley’s advice. 

“Then how about our little talk?” suggested he, moving 
temptingly towards the door, evein as Pan, with one eye on 
a nervous nymph, might have waved invitingly at fhe 
distant woods. 

She gulped, muttered something, and followed him. 

She had never been in his den. It was frighteningly small, 
especially after Mr. Wither had shut the door. He patted 
the gloomy arm-chair and apologized /or the absence of 
the hellish one, “But it was such a warm day that a fire 
was hardly necessary, was it?” 

Viola nodded. To give herself courage she lolled back 
in the arm-chair, and this annoyed Mr. Wither, because no 
one sprawling like that could possibly give proper attention 
to what he was going to say. 

“1 am sure yoif know what I want to talk to you about,” 
began Mr. Wither in what was meant to be a cheerful tone 
but which only gave an alarmingly unnatural colour to his 
voice as though a fit were pending; at the same time he 
creaked forward and gazed at her with a fixed smile. 
“Money.” He spoke the word reverently. “A little word, 
but a very important one.” 

Viola made a faint sound, gulped, and at last brought 
out, with her drowsy grey eyes wide as a kitten’s with alarm, 
“I can pay for myself.” 

“Ha! Ha!” cried Mr. Wither, patting her knee and 
shaking his head (though, in fact, why shouldn’t she? 
She ate far too much butter; and he was relieved to learn 
that she could pay for herself. But that could be gone into 
later.) 

“ No, no. Of course, there is always a little diflFcrence in 
the housekeeping books when another mouth comes into 
an establishment, especially when that mouth is a young 
mouth, ha ! ha I But the situation is not serious yet, Viola, 
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ha, ha! No (though what you suggest is not a^ all a bad 
idea, and we might bear it in mind for the future \ I did not 
want to talk to you about that. It is about yc ir money. 
Theodore’s money.” He lowered his voice .md gazed 
glassily at her, as though at 1 sacred image. “ How much 
have you, my dear?” 

There was a pause. 

haven’t anything,” giggled Viola, pulling o it a Wool- 
worth handkerchief and blowing her nose, whi e her sud- 
denly brilliant grey eyes laughed at him above the coloured 
cotton. 

She was very frightened: but how Shirley would roar 
when she heard this Story! 

“You haven’t anythingV" * • 

Mr. Wither was stunned. He gazed at her with his 
mouth open. 

“Yes. No, I mean. Well, I’ve got ” 

“Then what do you mean by saying that you could pay 
for yourself?” interrupted Mr. Wither. Perhaps she was 
playing a joke ; a wicked, senseless joke, but still, a joke. 
People did, he knew. 

“Well, I was going to say that I could pay for myself 
for a bit.” 

“For a bit?” muttered Mr. Wither, shaking his head 
dazedly. “What bit? What do you mean?” 

“For a little while, I mean. Just for a bit. I’ve got 
twelve pounds.” 

“Eh?” 

“I’ve got twelve pounds,” she repeated, rather sulkily, 
staring into the huge black grate. 

“Is that all?” 

“Yes.” 

“Where is it?” demanded Mr. Wither, for even twelve 
pounds was something, and it ojught to be properly taken 
care of. A girl like Viola might have left it lying about — in 
the bathroom, the car, anywhere. 

“Upstairs.” • 
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“Where?” 

A tiny pause. 

“In my bag.” 

Mr. Wither opened his lips, then pressed them tightly 
together. Then opened them. ^ 

“Do you mean to tell me that twelve pounds is all the 
money you have left, out of the sum left to you by your 
father?” 

She nodded, still sulkily. 

“Yes, but he didn’t leave me much.” 

“How much?” 

A longer pause. 

“How much did your father leave you, Viola? Come, 
you must'tell me, you know. This is very serious.” 

“Fifty pounds.” 

“A year, you mean? Fifty pounds a year?” 

“No, just fifty pounds.” 

“But the — the establishment — the shop,” cried Mr. 
Wither. “I understood from my son that your father was 
part proprietor.” 

“Oh well, he did used to be, only he sold it to Mr. 
Burgess. You see,” her eyes filled with tears, “Dad was 
absolutely mad on amateur theatricals, and he did a lot 
for the Chesterbourne Players, putting in new lights and 
all kinds of things he did for them like that, and that’s 
how his money went. It took a long time, of course. Years. 
When I was a kid we were all right. I went to the High 
School ; I stayed there till I was sixteen. Only I don’t think 
Dad had much head for business, he ought to have gone 
on the stage, we always said, and Mr. Burgess is an old 
beast, everybody ^ays so. Hard as they make them. Miss 
Catty — everybody says. And if you ask my opinion, I 
think he just cheated Dad.” 

She wiped her eyes, trembling. 

Mr. Wither said nothing for a little while. Her tears 
embarrassed him, but he felt that they were only proper; 
he gave her time to recover her composure. This concession 
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did not prevent him from being very serious) v annoyed 
with her, and dismayed as well. 

Still, there was Teddy’s money; he had not yet heard 
about Teddy’s money. All t|iight yet be well. The omens 
were not good, but Mr. Wither thrust the omcT $ from his 
mind. She might have meant only twelve pour is in cash, 

Pcesently he said, 

“And Theodore’s money? How much di 1 my son 
leave you?” 

“Ninety pounds,” she sighed. 

“A year, that is? Ninety pounds a year?’* 

“No. In the bank^ I mean.” 

“Is that all?” 

“Yes.” 

“But,” cried Mr. Wither in anguish, “for twenty years 
Theodore. never earned less than five pounds a week, and 
I myself, for the past year, allowed him an additional 
eighty pounds a year! For the last year of his life, when 
he married you, he was earning seven poilnds a week.” 

“Did he earn seven pounds a week?” she asked. After 
a pause, “I used to wonder how much it was, but I never 
thought it was as much as that.” 

Mr. Wither had nothing to say to this; he thought it 
quite proper that a wife should not know how much her 
husband earned. 

“But where did it all go?"" he cried, creaking forward 
and gazing at her with popping eyes. “What did he spend 
it on? He ought to have been able to save a hundred 
pounds a year. He never went anywhere. He was not gay, 
or wild. Surely jow must know where it all went?” 

“Well, there was the rent, that was twenty-eight and 
sixpence a week, and he gave me thirty shillings for house- 
keeping, and there was the charwoman, and I had five 
shillings a week piocket money— ^ — ” 

Too much, thought Mr. Wither. Unnecessary. 

“. . . and there were his fares and lunches and hair 
tonics ...” • 
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“Hair tonics?” exclaimed Mr. Wither. Were all his 
children insane on the subject of hair? Tina was always 
complaining about her hair and wanting to spend money 
on it, and now Theodore had apparently spent about four 
pounds a week on his. 

“Well, lotions, you know, and Rowland’s Macassar Oil 
and things. His hair was ...” 

She stopped. Sometimes she was schoolgirlishly loyal 
to her husband’s memory, and such a scruple had overcome 
her now. It made her feel very sorry to remember that poor 
Teddy had worried about going bald (though she used to 
laugh about it with Shirley) and she* did not see why his 
horrid" old father should know everything. She was quite 
serious now ; and did not feel like laughing any more. 

“And then there were clothes,” she continued faintly. 
“He liked to look smart, you know. And — and of course 
he had to. For Business.” 

Mr. Wither snorted. He knew all about that particular 
business. 

“And lots of other things . . .” she ended hastily. 

Mr. Wither nodded glumly, staring at her with his knees 
a little apart and his short red hands, darkly veined, spread 
over their caps. She looked quickly down at her shoes. 

“And so you haven’t anything,” said Mr. Wither at 
length, still glumly staring. 

She shook her head. 

He continued to gaze at her for a little while longer, 
shaking his head with compressed lips; then he bent 
forward abruptly and stood up. 

“Well, we shall have to see, that’s all,” he observed. 

With which comforting remark he opened the door for 
her, and she escaped. 

When she had run quickly upstairs, he returned to the 
arm-chair and to his thoughts. They were not cheerful. 

She had no money, she ate a great deal of butter, she 
was only twenty-one, and she ha^ come, at his express and 
urgent request, to reside at The Eagles for life. 
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Viola ran all the way up to her bedroom, an 1 flomped 
face downwards on the bed. She lay for a 1 ttle while 
staring vacantly at the carpet and slowly ch rking her 
shoes together while she wayed her legs in the lir. Then 
she got desperately up, put on her coat, anc' ran very 
quietly downstairs again. 

She slipped out through the back way by ie garage 
(late stables). She liked this side of the house, vhich was 
directly under her bedroom window, because there was 
always more going on there than elsewhere at 1 ne Eagles. 
The maids did not make much noise, but there was often 
a comforting smell qf cooking, and sometimes Saxon was 
there, doing things to the car. Viola considered Saxon to 
be very stuck-up and too handsome for a boy, but’ she 
could not help being pleased every time she saw him because 
he was the only other person at Tne Eagles who had no 
wrinkles. His presence made her feel less lost in a sea of 
ancients. 

He was there this afternoon, standing *with his legs a 
little apart in shiny black gaiters, and a pair of very white 
shirt-sleeves rolled up over his arms while he polished the 
car. The brilliant sunlight of April, that made most faces 
look old, only increased the youth of his. 

He saw her coming through the window of the car, and 
gave her such a gay, mischievous, impudent smile that she 
could not believe her eyes. Well! what's up with him this 
afternoon, she thought, her spirits soaring at the friendliness 
of it : but when she came round the car, and went past him, 
he was as correct as though the smile had never been. 

“Good afternoon,’' she said shyly, slowing her pace a 
very little. She had not quite the courage to call him Saxon. 

“Good afternoon. Madam,” responded he, respectfully. 

“Isn’t it a lovely day!” she observed, more faintly, 
almost over her shoulder as she left the yard. 

“Yes, Madam, beautiful.” He gave her a direct, respect- 
ful look but did not smile. 

Feeling snubbed, and cfoss with him, she stuck her hands 
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into her pockets and set out along the road beside the 
little wood. 

He doesn’t half think no small beer of himself; been 
drinking pearls out of a gold cup, I should think (quoting 
old Miss Cattyman at the shop). I only said it was a 
nice day 

Don’t be so disagreeable! 

I’ve only come to say 

How do you do-dy, do-dy, do-dy 
do-dy, do-dy- day! 

That old song of Dad’s! I do think death’s awful; it’s like 
half of you gone away. 

PVaps'Saxon’s people are rich, and he’s doing it for a 
joke, she mused, swinging along, kicking at little stones. 
None of the Withers had mentioned Saxon to her since 
she had been there. She was surprised to see a new chauflFeur 
at the station when Mrs. Wither met her; she had not 
known that they had one. There had not been the usual 
exchange of small items of family news, which goes on 
in most families, between Teddy and his wife and the 
people at The Eagles. Teddy felt that his parents and 
sisters disapproved of his marriage with a shopgirl, and he 
had seen even less of them after his marriage, so they were 
almost strangers to his wife. An ageing chauffeur, to match 
the ageing maids, had driven Viola on the few occasions 
when she had been in the Wither car. Saxon was a new 
one on her. 

No, she thought, he can’t be doing it for fun. No one 
’ud come to live at The Eagles for fun. 

She recalled her own disagreeable situation ; and 
sighed. 

She now wished with all her heart that she had been 
brave enough to take Shirley’s advice aijd refuse to live at 
The Eagles. Good lord, girl, you’ve had one marvellous 
escape ; don’t go and tie yourself up with The Therms agairiy 
said Shirley. Besides, you know* what old Therm is ; it’s 
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your money he wants. Only in this case want rr jst be his 
master, because you haven’t got any. 

But I did have, thought Viola, walking with her head 
bent and her hair glittering Jike spun glass, on'y I spent 
such a lot. Nearly a hundred pounds. I am awj d. 

It had not been easy to keep from spending m* ney while 
siayijig with Shirley; the Davises had such a ^ 3od time. 
They ran a little car, and danced a lot, and wen to many 
parties, and gave them, with much drink, in tl eir pretty 
little house. 

All this was done on what Shirley called The Plain Van 
system. The Plain .Van, said Shirley, was the modern 
Fairy Godmother. You wished: and whoopee! It was at 
your door. 

Viola could not stand outside the parties, nor could 
she sponge on Shirley; besides, she welcomed this flow 
of Greater London’s gaieties ; it took her mind away from 
her grief over her father (and Teddy, of course; she was 
sorry about poor Teddy). She paid her ’share; brought 
a bottle to this party and stood in with the eats for that, 
bought a new dress for another. She went often to the 
hairdresser, because her hair must look immaculate, like 
the hair of all Shirley’s crowd. The Crowd was six or 
seven young matrons, with jobs, and their husbands; 
all very smart, all very knowing, all just a little bored 
with the ones they 'were married to and wondering just 
a little what Jim or Roger, Anne or Chrissie, would be 
like to have a flaming affair with. 

In fact, Jim, Roger, Anne and Chrissie would have been 
exactly like Tom, Archie, Irene and Connie; but as they 
lived in different bodies, there was at least the promise of 
Romance. The Crowd, when it spoke of Love over its 
morning coffee, was cynical. Men — and women, said 
the husbands over their drinks— were out for what they 
could get. But in its secret heart. The Crowd was starv- 
ing for Romance, more^ and more of it, so that the 
real world dissolved, and no effort need be made to adjust 
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oneself to the real world. When The Crowd fell, it fell 
hard. 

Viola remained uncorrupted. Was it because, when she 
was eleven, her father used to declaim to her in his fine 
voice : 

“The moon shines bright: in such a night as this 
When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees 
And they did make no noise, in such a night 
Troilus methinks mounted the Troyan walls. 

And sighed his soul toward the Grecian tents. 

Where Cressid lay that night.” 

Probably not. She liked to watch her father as he read, 
and* to -listen to the smoothly rolling tones; she felt no 
curiosity about what the words meant. It was only Shake- 
speare, and she was used to him. 

But she did not like being kissed by Jim and Roger, Tom 
and Archie. When they whispered that they were crazy 
about her, she wriggled away and suggested that they 
shoula try to get Paris. The Crowd liked her, summing her 
up as a funny little thing, under-sexed, but sweet. 

She had enjoyed her three months with The Crowd. 
Now, it seemed impossible that she had ever had such a 
lovely time. 

Yet nearly all her money was gone. 

She had been afraid to refuse to live at The Eagles. She 
felt, strongly if not clearly, that it was up to her to go there 
because she had not loVed Teddy as much as he had loved 
her. Shirley had promised to find her a job, but Viola had 
not been sure that she could do the sort of job that Shirley 
would find ; she was not clever. 

Oil the whole, what with being afraid of Mr. Wither, 
and her conscience, and having very little money, and not 
wanting to sponge on Shirley, and being firmly told to do 
her duty and be grateful for her luck by old Miss Cattyman 
and the aunts in Chesterbourne, she had decided that it 
would be best to go. ' 
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Here she looked up, saw a little path going intc the wood, 
and turned down it, still with bowed head ant^ hands in 
her pockets. She was planning a long letter to Shirley that 
she would write that evening. 

The evenings at The Eaglls were almost the A'orst part 
of the twenty-four hours, because, outside the house, all 
was so beautiful. The sunset slowly faded int > a tender 
twilight, the stars shone out, and the young m on, and if 
anyone glanced up at the tall windows of the dra w ing-room, 
a big, slow-flying bird was crossing the flushed sky on its 
homeward way — a heron, perhaps, or a swar from the 
marshes. 

“What became of that piece of cold pork?” would 
demand Mr. Wither, looking up suddenly from his news- 
paper. 

“It’s all right, dear; Cook is making some patties.” 

Mr. Wither would return to the journal. 

Viola would sit with a ten-year-old novel by Berta Ruck 
(a lovely story, lent to her by Tina, but U only made her 
feel worse because the young man in it was such a darling) 
wondering what Shirley and The Crowd were doing, and 
then at a quarter-past ten it was time to go to bed, and 
to-morrow evening would be exactly the same, for ever, 
unless some awful old thing about fifty came to dinner and 
what was the use of that? 

So this evening, for a change, she would write to Shirley 
and tell her how ghastly it was, and how mouldy were all 
the Therms, except Tina who was really very decent* only 
she got on your nerves because she was simply dying to get 
married, and not a hope, my dear, she must be forty if 
she’s a day. And I daren’t take the bus in to Chesterbourne 
to see Catty and the aunts because the Therms pull such a 
face if I even mention The Shop! 

It’s funny about being married, she thought, walking 
deeper into the wood. 1 didn’t mind it, but it all seemed 
so ordinary, somehow, not a bit like what you read in 
books, and even now I don’t feel like Mrs. Wither (she 
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smiled), I feel just the same as I did when I was at school, 
only not so happy. Well, you wouldn’t expect a widow 
and an orphan to be happy, of course. 

Here she stopped her soft w^histling, realizing how quiet 
everything was, and stared vaguely about her. 

The broad light above the road had gradually gone, 
veiled away by branch after branch laden with trans- 
parent, rosy-dun leaves, stiff and fresh. Young birches, 
and dark festoons of vigorous ivy matted on the oak 
trunks helped to make this gradual veil and seclusion, while 
a feeling of freshness, solitude and peace told her that 
she was in the heart of the little wood. She looked up 
into the delicate shades of a massive bough, thinking, 
“It\s lovely here.” The path still sloped gently down, and 
under a liollow made by fern curling over and by hazel 
thickets, she heard water running. 

Down by the hidden stream, so piled over with dried 
branches that she only noticed it on her second glance, was 
a little lean-to made of rusty corrugated iron. It stood in a 
blackened patch of ground, where white ashes were gently 
spraying under the wind. 

As she looked, round the corner of the hut came a head 
covered to the shoulders with thick grey curls like a 
cavalier’s, and a dirty sturdy old man came out. He stared 
back at her, and presently called : 

”’Ullo, ducks,” nodding in a satisfied way. His voice 
was low, hoarse and cautious, as though he were about to 
tell a secret, and he wore a coat and trousers of sacking, 
neatly sewn with little flat pads of dirty newspaper. On his 
feet were huge broken boots carefully tied together with 
string. 

Viola began to move away. She thought that he was mad. 
She knew who he was: The Hermit. Occasionally there 
was a paragraph about him in the Chesterbourne Record^ 
but she had not known that he lived in this little wood; 
she was rather sorry he did. 

” Don’t you be afraid o’ me,” he called, louder. “I know 
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’oo you are all right. Young Mrs. Wither up 1 he Eagles. 
Ain’t that right?” 

She nodded, reassured. His eyes were very small and 
their brightness made her tjjink of an animal': but they 
were sane. 

“Knew you was,” said the Hermit, whose conspirator 
voice and the wild logic of whose dress contraste ' curiously 
with his gossiping tone. “Knew your Late by sight, too. 
Fat, weren’t ’e?” 

This was true; and, like most true remarks, ude. She 
said nothing. 

“You ever ’card o’ me?” he went on. “Up The Eagles, 
I mean?” 

She shook her head. 

“What, not from old Shak-per-swaw?” 

“Old whoT' She moved a little nearer down the slope, 
forgetting her mistrust in curiosity. 

“Old Shak-per-Swavv. Your Late’s dad. All for Number 
One, see. Shak-per-Swaw.” 

She only saw that he meant Mr. Wither. 

“’E knows me well enough, old Shak-per-Swaw does. 
Always on about me to the Council ’e is, wanting to ’ave 
me turned out. But blcshyer, they don’ take no notice of 
’im. 1 don’t do no ’arm, and Mr. Spring puts in a word for 
me now and again, so I’m all right. Like to come inside?” 

He jerked his head at the frowsy hut. 

She shook her head, smiling. 

“Ain’t much doin’ up The Eagles, is there?” he asked 
suddenly, with such a violent wink that she thought it was 
a spasm of his eye. 

She shook her head again, still smiling. 

She had never been taught by her father that people 
must be kept in their places and that because A. has enough 
to eat and enough to wear, B.% who has not, must be 
respectful to him. She had not seriously caught the infection 
of snobbery from Miss Cattyman and her aunts, who had 
it chronically. Her fathtr would have called the Hermit 
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“A wonderful old bit of Shakespearian character, Viola, 
ripe and rare”; and though she did not like his wink, it 
did not occur to her to think him over-familiar. 

However, she felt an ashamed loyalty to Teddy and his 
relatives, so she answered v^ith more reserve than was 
natural to her : 

“It’s a bit lonely.” 

“Ah. Not thinking o’ getting married again?” 

“No,” laughing. 

“Not cold in bed o’ nights?” and this time it was clear 
that the vj^nk was not a s^asm. 

But at that she really did move on, saying “Good after- 
noon”^ in a prim voice and blushing. ‘ 

“Goo’-bye, ducks!” called the Hermit, staring yearningly 
after her^ then louder, “In a bit of a ’urry this afternoon, 
ain’t yer?” 

She hurried on, taking no notice though he called after 
her several times, and climbed the gentle slope until she 
found another path which led her to the road. The trees 
here were beeches, shooting up into the fairy blue of the 
sky and making a murmuring green cavern with their leaves. 
Here she was near Victor Spring’s house ; the red and white 
turrets gleamed through the fence of quick-growing conifers 
which he had had planted to screen his residence, and 
presently she passed the white gates of the drive. 

She walked slowly, staring, and wondering what the 
people who lived there were doing. He would be in London, 
of course ; but she could hear laughter and cries and the soft 
energetic thud! of balls on overstrung rackets coming from 
the tennis courts, the whirr of a mowing-machine and the 
joyous yelping of a young dog. Happy house! where 
everyone was busy and entertained all day long! 

This road was lonely, but presently she came to a cross- 
roads, one of which led to the main road from Colchester 
to Bracing Bay, and here there was a settlement of iron 
shacks, kiosks and a filling-station, with one or two little 
cottages so plastered with Tea' notices and New-laid 
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Eggs notices and Cigareite notices and 1 adies and 
Gentlemen notices that their formerly decent aces could 
barely be seen. Two taller cottages, without i vj notices, 
standing half-retired in thj green shades of the wood, 
caught her glance, and she sauntered along the ;)ath which 
led to them. 

They were joined together, two grey little bu dings with 
peaked roofs and “St. Edmunds Villas 1893" on a scroll 
across their front. One was empty and falli g to ruin, 
with broken windows and a sealed door rounc which the 
spring grass was blow ing. The front door of the other stood 
open before a patch of glowing green grass thinly sewn 
with the cool purple-blue heads of bluebells. 

Viola lingered to admire the flowers, and to stare into 
the house’s little parlour. An attempt had been made there 
at elegance; the walls had recently been re-covered with a 
cheap butf-coloured papej, and two or three dim old water- 
colours and photographs were sparsely arranged on them, 
as though someone had just learned that over-crowded 
walls are unfashionable. A shiny new wireless cabinet, 
made of cheapest varnished wood, stood in one corner, 
and pieces of bright blue material had been arranged over 
the shabby seats of the horsehair chairs. Two rugs from 
Marks and Spencer’s, the colour of mud, covered the most 
worn parts of the carpet. 

Even to Viola’s casual glance the little parlour looked 
depressing and mean. The only pretty thing in it was a 
bunch of Solomon’s Seal stuffed into a Woolworth vase 
on the round Victorian table, and even the long leaves and 
thick white bells of these were limp, as though dying for 
water. 

As she lingered staring, the door into the parlour was 
jerked open. Someone came in, glanced sharply at her, 
and slammed the front door. Embarrassed, she walked on. 

The woman who had slammed the door hurried back 
into the scullery, whence came a cloud of smelly rteam ; and 
presently a low dism;tl sound began, which gradually 
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increased until words were distinguishable. Even at this 
stage the noise could hardly be called talking; it was rather 
a sort of grizzling through parted lips while the hands of 
the grizzler were hard at work. 4 . 

It was Mrs. Caker, complaining about everything. 

. proper mucky, they are, worse’n worse every week. 
If I weren’t afeared o’ losin’ the work, I’d speak to she. 
Aye, mingy owd cat, she is, sendin’ blankets out ter wash 
’stead o’ to the larndry, and her dog’s pillow-covers . . . 
disgrace, that’s what they are, disgrace. Aye, if it weren’t 
for the money, that’s what I’d do, for sure, on’y how’m 
I ter know he won’t walk out of the .house one day and 
leave maye wi’ on’y the washin’, an’ where’ll I be then? 
Proper hard he is, an’ cunnin’. Wish I know'd what he 
gets ... ah, wish I knew! The maids up there might know; 
count I might ask ’em, on’y they’re soo high an’ mighty. 
He might tell maye, his own mother, aye, he might. ’Tis his 
dooty, for sure, to tell maye.” 

She stood upright, straightening her back with a little 
moan. 

A green woodland light fell through the dirty window 
of the scullery, and gave a ghostly look to her face as she 
glanced up. She had been a very pretty woman, and her 
large blue eyes, delightfully set in her head with an attractive 
slant, were still beautiful ; her little nose was pretty too. 
But she had hardly any teeth; dirt was grimed into her 
skin, and her expression was discontented. She had thick 
brown hair, badly cut in a bush and caught with a pink 
mother-o’-pearl slide; a dirty blouse was pulled tightly over 
her bosom, and the hem of an old-fashioned skirt made of 
very good but very dirty cloth dipped in pools of water on 
the stone floor. This was Me Skirt; she had worn it for 
twenty years, and hoarded it for years before that. It had 
the rounded hips and braided hem of the early 1900’s. 

The deep blue eyes, swelling bosom, and a hint of 
laughter in her look, shining throuj^h the discontent, made 
her a woman that men would always want to talk to. She 
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looked as though she would grizzle but tai^e nothing 
seriously. 

“Nothen to him, it isn't,” she went on, her ding again 
over the tin bath. ” Why d^n't you get up earlu r,” says he 
(mimicking). “ ’Cause I don’t care to troubK , mie lad, 
that’s why. When I am up, there’s no comfort, no pros- 
perity nowhere. Never thinks I might like ii drink up 
The Arms, never takes maye to the Pictures ’ 

Slam! A bowl of steaming clothes went dc'wn on the 
greasy flagstones. 

”. . . aye, he’s ashamed o’ maye, that’s what it is. Maybe 
I have got a bit slumocky, had enough to make maye, t’ain’t 
as though I were old yet. I’m not old, nay, Tm not. If 
t’weren’t for the old man, where’d I be for a bit o’ com- 
pany? Aye, much he cares. A bad son he is, bad and 
cunnin’. And who’d wash his seven shirts a week if I died? 
Seven shirts a week to wash ’n iron for him, and no pros- 
perity nowhere.” 

While she wrung the last drops from h cheap shirt of 
pale blue cotton, the scullery door opened and a man, 
outlined against the bright forest landscape, stood looking 
into the little cell. 

“Mother, is my shirt ready?” he asked crisply. 

“Aye,” she answered, not looking round. 

It was the beautiful young chauffeur. 





CHAPTER V 

F or a fortnight nothing interesting happened. 

The weather, the sky and woods, grew steadily more 
lovely as the spring deepened, with its exciting feeling of 
promise that ends in the black-green trees and almost silent 
birds of August. But none of the people in this story could 
be satisfied with perfect weather and landscape ; they wanted 
other things. 

Mr. Wither said not a word more to Viola about their 
little talk. When she thought about this silence of his, 
she was disturbed for her future, and wondered if he 
would turn her out of The Eagles, and almost hoped that 
he would, because then she would have to go and live with 
Shirley; or go "back to work in the shop and live with 
Catty or one of the aunts. She would not mind doing that, 
if she could go to town sometimes and see Shirley and 
The Crowd. 

Mr. Wither, however, was not going to turn his daughter- 
in-law out. He did not think it necessary to tell her this, 
because he had never threatened to turn her out, and 
therefore did not consider that she needed reassuring ; but 
his mind was made up. There she was; there she would 
have to stay. Mrs. Wither had made it up for him. She 
agreed with him that Viola was a silly, exti ^ae ant and 
rather deceitful girl, but she gave a number of reasons why 
she should be allowed to stay. All the cousins would 
Say Things if she went, she did not really cost much to keep 
if one thought of their income (though 1 know that we are 
not rich, said Mrs. Withef hastily) and she was, after all, 
their dead son’s wife. Also, she was company for Tina. 

Madge ought to be enough company for Tina, objected 
Mr. Wither. Her own sister. 

58 
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Madge has her golf and tennis, dear, said Mt l Wither. 
She is not really much company for Tina. Ti ia is very 
fond of Viola, she said so the other day. 

Oh well, then. Mr. Witller supposed that Mola must 
stay. After all, he seldom saw her except at -neals, and 
though he would never forgive her for havin. deceived 
him* about the money, she now gave him no acti e trouble. 
She was a woman. She could always be organizi d. 

It did not occur to Mr. Wither that Viola had already on 
several occasions shown that she would not be organized. 

As for Viola, she had settled down. The 'Withers did 
not often make a remark which drew attention to the 
depths hidden under the surface of daily life, because their 
attention was fixed upon its details, and when the depths 
insisted upon being noticed, the Withers ran away; but 
Mrs. Wither did once remark to Madge that Viola seemed 
to have quite settled down. 

“H’n'h,” retorted Madge, with a contemptuous expres- 
sion. 

Like her father, she m^istrusted Viola because Viola was 
so young and rather pretty; she suspected that Viola had 
caught” Teddy, “Caught” was not clearly defined in 
Madge’s mind, but it meant that Teddy had been bam- 
boozled into marrying Viola by wiles, possibly “beastly” 
ones. 

Madge described all the natural development of love 
between men and women, when its expression passed 
beyond the handshake, as beastliness. It was possible, of 
course, to have a man pal without any slop. In moments 
of emotion, when he had just done something pretty super 
at some game, you might bang him on the back; in return, 
he might slap you between the shoulder blades. That was 
all right, that was the decent friendly expression of deeply 
felt emotion. There were one *or two young men up at 
the Club whom Madge enjoyed banging on the back on 
somewhat slight excuses. A very hard handgrip was all 
right, too, when saying good-bye to a soldier who was 
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sailing next week for India with a young wife. Such a grip 
showed him that, though he had chosen to be sloppy over 
a fool, there was still a sensible woman left in the world 
who could give a man the uni;loppy palship that he really 
needed — as he would no doubt realize jolly soon and be 
pretty fed-up. 

But kisses were sloppy, unless accompanied by scuffles 
and shrieks under the mistletoe in front of a tolerant 
Christmas crowd, and all stronger manifestations of love 
were beastly. 

Madge’s ideal was simple : it was decency, just common 
decency, but surprisingly few people managed to come up 
to it. -If one looked, it was pretty sickening how much 
beastliness one could see in a week, even round a tiny place 
like Sible Pelden, especially in the spring. 

Dogs, of course, were decent, more decent than human 
beings. Also, they could be controlled. But Mr. Wither 
would not let Madge keep a dog. They had fought that 
battle out many times during the last ten years; and now 
Madge never suggested that she should have a dog. But 
she went on wanting one, “pretty badly,” as she once 
blurted out to Tina. 

Cautiously as a sea-anemone, as any apparently fragile 
growth that must adapt itself to its world or die, Viola had 
been making little pockets of fun and comfort for herself 
during her first weeks at The Eagles. 

Tina was an unexpected help. She was old, of course, 
but she was so awfully kind, and together they discovered 
the joy of laughter over incidents that did not amuse other 
people. Viola had a little humour, Tina had a little too, 
and when these came together they fed one another and grew. 

It made life at The Eagles less depressing, less like a 
frightening marking-time -that would go on for ever, until 
one was old, if two people could see that it was all rather 
funny, really. And perhaps, after all, something would 
happen. 
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The worst part of life at The Eagles, Viola and Tina 
decided, was the constant wanting something tv happen^ 
one did not know what, not necessarily something wonder- 
ful, but just something. Tfeis desire, and the illogical 
feeling that it would be fulfilled, haunted their days like a 
perfume or a tune. It made them restless, glancim^at their 
watches to see how long it was until a meal, the:> wishing 
that it was time for the next one as soon as that one was 
over, wishing that it was time to go up to bed, to get up, 
to go down to breakfast, glance over the paper . . . the 
days and nights glided into one another like a long dull 
dream, and the weeks. It was May. 

Once Viola took tlie bus into Chesterbourne and had a 
lovely afternoon with Catty and the Aunts. Her happiness 
came mostly from sticking it on to Catty and the Aunts, 
and pretending that she was perfectly happy in a gay, 
luxurious home surrounded by adoring in-laws, but this 
she did not realize. She only felt the pleasure of being 
once more in places she knew, smelling the familiar lineny 
odours in the shop, patronizing the two latest little ’prentice 
girls in their shabby frocks, with their big alarmed eyes; 
and drinking in Miss Cattyman’s mixture of affection 
and disapproval, and watching the tears come into her 
ageing eyes when she spoke of “your father, Vi. Your 
dear father.” 

This slow gathering of tears while Miss Cattyman spoke 
of Howard Thompson was one of the earliest things that 
Viola could remember ; when she was a little girl she used 
to watch for it, fascinated, as Miss Cattyman knelt before 
her, circling Viola’s small velvet waist with her two hands, 
seamed by countless tiny work-lines. Miss Cattyman, and 
two recurring shrimps of ’prentices with popping eyes and 
sudden fits of impertinence were like the foundations of 
Burgess and Thompson’s : it wa& impossible to think of 
the shop without them. 

The Aunts were Howard Thompson’s sisters, two kind, 
small, fattish, stupid wonjitn, solemnly anxious that Viola 
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should do her duty and be a good girl. One was a district 
nurse, the other kept house for her. They were devoted to 
one another, and found their busy life, darkened by small 
cares and lit by small escapes from care, well worth the 
living. 

But Viola rather spoiled her chances with Catty and the 
Aunts by pretending that she was so happy at The Eaglqs. 

Before they saw her, so cheerful in a new hat bought that 
day in Chesterbourne, they had been prepared to offer her 
comfort, advice, and even a home for life if she needed one. 
But she made it so clear that she had a pleasant home 
already, and did not need advice or comfort, that the 
Aunts.and Catty lost a little of their interest in her. Happi- 
ness caa never hope to command so much interest as 
distress. 

She’s all right, thank goodness, thought the three old 
women, a little relieved at not having to give up what spare 
rooms they had, but also a little disappointed because now 
none of them would be able to say “ . . . and so I gave the 
poor child a home; what else could I do?” And Viola, 
riding home in the bus, felt depression creeping over her 
as she realized that now it would be difficult to go to the 
Aunts or Catty and ask to be given a home in return for 
fifteen shillings a week out of a salary earned at Burgess 
and Thompson’s. What had made her pretend that she 
was quite happy at The Eagles? She was bored, depressed, 
haunted by a feeling that the months were flying and she 
would soon be old. 

I am a silly ass, she thought ; she seldom discovered her 
true motives for her behaviour. Actually, it was her 
loyalty to the dead Teddy, whom she had not loved, that 
made her pretend she was so happy with his family. 

Also, like most very young people, she found it difficult, 
almost impossible, to admit that she was unhappy to 
somebody old. Old people (she dimly felt) were so beastly 
pleased when you said you were fed-up. Ah, their faces 
said, so life isn’t all roses and honey, after all, you see! 
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Just because you’re twenty-one, you needn’t think you’ll 
escape. You’ll learn. You just wait. 

That was what Mr. and Mrs. Wither’s faces b id said 
only yesterday about Saxon, wlpen they saw him wdk past 
the window on his afternoon off, wearing a grey suit in 
which he looked as beautiful as he did in his dark niform 
(differing therein from many chauffeurs, whose appearance 
when in mufti suggests that of escaped convicts). 

Not that Viola was interested, now, in Saxon. He was 
only a local boy whose people had come down in the 
world, whose services Mr. Wither had got cheap because 
he had picked up his knowledge of driving at the cross-roads 
service station and this was his first job. He used to mess 
about at the station doing odd jobs for the proprietor, arid 
when Mr. Wither’s own chauffeur left him to get married, 
Saxon had applied for the post. His mother lived over on 
the other side of the wood in a dirty little cottage, and they 
had no money except what Mrs. Caker made by taking in 
washing and the two pounds a week that Sa^^on earned by 
driving .he car and looking after the garden. 

His father had been a prosperous miller, who drank 
away every penny he earned; ten years ago, one snowy 
Christmas morning, he had been found drowned under his 
own mill-wheel. 

. fell in when he was drunk,” ended Tina, with a 
spiteful note in her voice, as she finished telling Viola* 
Saxon’s story. They were sitting in Viola’s bedroom with 
the big window open to the lovely afternoon, mending their 
stockings and gossiping, a day or two after Viola’s visit to 
Chesterbourne. 

“Isn’t his name really Saxon, then?” 

“Oh yes, but when he asked Father for the job he said 
could he drop the Caker and just be called Saxon and 
Father said yes. It's such an ugly name. Caker, I mean.” 
Tina sharply bit off her silk. 

“He’s rather conceited, isn’t he?” 

“Oh, that’s just his manrfer. He’s very keen on being the 
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perfect chauffeur nowadays, but he wasn’t always such a 
model, I can tell you. When I was a kid about your age, 
up at the Art School in London and coming home for 
week-ends, I used to see himtleading a gang of his own age 
all over the neighbourhood, trespassing, and robbing 
orchards.” Her hands sank in her lap, the needle poised 
over the grey silk, and she stared through the open window 
at the light-filled sky with an absent expression. “He was 
always in some kind of a mess, and as cool as a cucumber, 
never lost his head, and used to make people laugh when 
they wanted to be angry with him. He had an old red 
jersey full of holes, I remember, gnd such bright eyes. 
I us^ to think he looked like a young wolf — sort of silky 
and dangerous.” 

“Good lord!” said Viola mildly, opening her own 
narrow grey eyes with a cheerful smile. “ As bad as all that ?” 
This was her usual comment on any flight of fancy. 

Tina laughed, but she looked a little annoyed, and 
ashamed, too." No, it had not been as bad as all that. The 
book on feminine psychology was teaching her to try to 
be honest with herself; and she had to admit that her 
comparison of Saxon with a young wolf had been made, 
not twelve years ago, but last week. The truth was not 
“I used to think that he looked like a young wolf.” but 
“Now, remembering how he looked, I think he was like a 
young wolf.” 

And had he looked so like a young wolf? Why dangerous? 

Damn the book ; damn trying to be honest with oneself. 
How unhealthy introspection is! 

“He’s not much good, anyway,” she ended crisply. 
“Out for what he can get, I should imagine.” 

“What’s his mother like?” 

“Oh, an awful old slut. At least, she’s not so old really, 
I suppose, but she’s had a lot of trouble, and that class,” 
she bit off her silk sharply again, “ages so quickly. Mother 
has some old story about Mrs. Caker being the Belle of 
Sible Pelden umpteen years ago, and driving to church with 
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her father every Sunday In a pony-trap and a white dress, 
with a big hat all over poppies. It’s difficult to imagine 
her now, anyway. They’ve just gone down and down.” 

“You don’t like Saxon, do^you?’’ 

“My dear child, he’s only the chauffeur,” quickly, with 
such hauteur in her voice that Viola looked up, surprised. 
“One doesn’t like or dislike servants. As a mattet of fact 
I’m rather sorry for him. He’s had a rotten time since he 
grew up; country people won’t let you forget, yo i know, 
when there’s been a mess-up in your family, and I ihink he 
feels it more than most boys in his position would. Or 
perhaps he doesn’t. I really don’t know. Anyway, he’s 
quite a good chauffeur now, and Father gets him cheap, 
so we’re all happy. What about a walk before tea?” 

Tea that afternoon was to be graced by the presence 
of a visitor, one Mr. Spurrey, an old friend of Mr. 
Wither. 

Mr. Wither honoured so few people with his friendship 
that those he did honour were invested With an awful 
importance, which made their visits resemble a Personal 
Appearance of the Dalai Lama, For days after Mr. Wither 
had announced, from a letter read at breakfast, that Gideon 
Spurrey was visiting in the neighbourhood and would come 
to see them all at The Eagles on Friday afternoon, a 
vibration of solemn excitement was felt throughout the 
house. The maids were instructed to prepare Mr. Spurrey’s 
favourite sandwich and cake, Saxon was detailed to call for 
Mr. Spurrey at the house where he was staying with the car, 
and all the womenfolk were warned by Mr. Wither that tea 
would be at a quarter-past four, not a moment before, not a 
moment after. Tina and Viola must have their hair properly 
arranged (or whatever it was that made them so frequently 
late for meals) Madge must cut short whatever game she 
happened to be charging about in that afternoon, and Mrs. 
Wither must forgo her nap. By four o’clock four women and 
Mr. Wither must be seated in the drawing-room to receive 
Mr. Spurrey. • 
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So when Tina, at a quarter to three, suggested going out 
for a walk, Viola said, 

“But what about Mr. Spurrey? Will there be time?” 

“Oh Heavens, yes, of cotprse there’ll be time. We’ll only 
go a little way. What are you going to wear?” 

“This.” 

“So am I ; I changed after lunch on purpose. All we need 
do when we get back is our faces. Come along, for Heaven’s 
sake; I want some air.” 

Viola was used to these desperate little fits of air- 
wanting on Tina’s part; they blew up like typhoons on a 
smooth sea, out of hungry depths.^ She docilely put on a 
pair of clean gloves (Shirley had taught her, on some 
unknown authority, that it is smarter to wear gloves and 
no hat than it is to wear hat and no gloves) and they set off, 
proposing to return in an hour. 

The energy and beauty of the spring afternoon, the fact 
that each was wearing a new and becoming dress, and the 
prospect of al ramble on the fresh edge of the wood before 
the ordeal of tea with Mr. Spurrey raised their spirits to 
gaiety. Also, after Mr. Spurrey had gone, he could be 
giggled over ; and they giggled in anticipation. They walked 
along by the wood talking loudly, swinging their arms and 
kicking at bits of stick, picking a bluebell here and pulling 
a spray of young leaf there, and deciding that they would 
just have comfortable time to walk to the cross-roads before 
turning back. They meant to go round by the road, as they 
had not been that way for some time. 

Moments passed so pleasantly that they did not notice 
the stealthy packing of clouds across the brilliant sky, and 
they were a good mile from 7he Eagles when a voice hailed 
them, in a warning tone touched with complacence — 

‘‘Goih’ ter rain. Spoil them pretty frocks o’ yourn.” 

Startled, they looked up, and saw the Hermit standing 
on a rabbit-bank beside the wood’s edge, gazing fondly 
down upon them. The Hermit liked female society, of 
which he did not get enough. He spent many hours in each 
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week with Mrs. Caker. Her draggle-tail dignitv and her 
memories of former Caker glories, at first made her almost 
unable to see the sturdy form of the Hermit iii her very 
front-garden, but under the fire of his flattery she soon 
melted. She loved talking, and so did he; they would sit 
in the scullery (Mrs. Caker would not at first h^t^e him in 
the parlour) engaged upon some pithering and u necessary 
task such as sorting old newspapers or scraping the labels 
off jam-jars (which the Hermit collected) and talk ing them- 
selves weak and hoarse. 

“Come out without yer ’ats, ain’t yer,” contmued the 
Hermit. “Sensible girjs. Good for the ’air, that is. Makes 
it ’ealthy, hke mine.” He shook his grey curls.' “Keeps 
yer from looking yer age, thick ’air does. Now *ow old,” 
to Viola, “would you say I was?” 

It was starting to rain. 

Tina and Viola ran to the edge of the wood and stood, 
as far from the Hermit as possible, under the thin canopy 
of beech-leaves. They looked up anxiously; the clouds 
hung low and thick. 

“Eh?” demanded the Hermit. “ ’Ow old would yer say 
I was?” 

Viola glanced sideways at Tina, who shook her head. 
They both stared aloofly in front of them. Viola’s dress 
was darkly marked by raindrops and Tina’s ruffles were 
already limp. 

“ ’Ow OLD WOULD YER SAY I WAS?” Suddenly roared 
the Hermit through his hollowed hands, standing on tiptoe. 

“Oh good Heavens, how should we know? About sixty, 
1 suppose,” said Tina, jumping violently and giving him a 
distracted look. “Vi, do you think we’d better run for it? 
We can’t get more soaked than we’re getting here, and it’s 
nearly twenty to four.” 

“Seventy-six,” nodded the Hermit triumphantly, standing 
on the rabbit-bank with his curls streaming rainwater. 
“But like a young man, I am. Like a young man. And 
why, you asks, am I like a young man? (in all sorts o’ 
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ways, mind you, not only me ’air). Because I lives a 
natchral, ’ealthy out o’ doors life like Gawd meant us to 
live. That’s Why.” 

“I really think we’d betttT run,” said Viola, also giving 
the Hermit a rather distracted look ; one never knew what 
he would say next but one could always guess. “I say, 
will there be an awful row, do you think?” 

“I’m sure,” said her sistei*-in-law grimly. 

It was nothing, really, it was only being late for tea, but 
Mr. Wither had such a way of making nothings seem awful; 
and there was no doubt that they were going to be very 
late indeed, for when they did get to the house they would 
have to* change all their clothes. Water was running off 
their faces, and their shoes and stockings were spattered. 
What sights we must look, thought Tina dismally, but 
Viola was too alarmed to think about how she looked. 
She had only nine pounds left : would ber father-in-law turn 
her out because she was late for tea? 

“Better lay up in my place for a bit,” advised the Hermit. 
“My little grey home in the west, as they say. Plenty of 
room. Yer could dry yer does. I wouldn’t mind if yer 
took ’em all off and warmed yer little selves by my fire, 
not me. Bleshyer. Eh? What about it?” 

Tina, biting her lip deeply, stared down at her shoes. 
Rain rolled slowly off the ends of her hair. 

“Tina!” urgently, “I really think we’d better make a 
dash for it. It’s nearly ten to four.” 

Tina looked up; and at the instant there sounded the 
long, arrogant horn that Viola had heard across the darken- 
ing wood on her first evening at The Eagles, and round 
the curve of the road dashed a very large dark red car of 
the type best described as semi-sporting, its windscreen- 
wiper working accurately yet with an impression of fury, 
its lamps and nose tearing ahead of itself as though wild 
to go. 

Viola, awed, did not even think of raising her hand for 
help; besides, the car was ndt going their way. Tina, 
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knowing to whom it belonged, felt that it wousd be folly 
to signal, and the Hermit had suddenly gone a\^ ly. How- 
ever, as they automatically turned to watch the .:ar out of 
sight, it slowed down and be^an to back neatly iind swiftly 
towards them, while a female head, wearing a mart and 
unbecoming hat, suddenly poked out from .s lowered 
window, calling, 

“1 say, would you like a lift?” 

“Well, it’s most awfully kind of you,” cried Tin , plashing 
down the bank into the full flood of the rain, “l ut F don’t 
think you’re going our way. We want to get back to the 
Chesterbourne road.” 

“Oh, that’s all right, we can turn,” said Miss Franklin 
of Grassmere, confidently, and she added, to the person 
who sat in the driver’s seat, slewed sideways, with a hand 
in a thick pale glove flung across the wheel, “Can’t we, 
Victor?” 

“Of course,” said Victor Spring politely, and he 
smiled. • 

It was clear, despite the smile, that he did not want 
to turn. 

“But we really can’t . . .” dithered Tina. “It’s most 
awfully good of you. . . .” She was strongly conscious of 
her own sopping rats’-tails, of Viola’s splashed shoes (which 
somehow looked even cheaper than they were because they 
were wet) of the elegance of the car and its occupants, and 
most of all, of a pair of cool yet bright dark eyes regarding 
her derisively from the back of the car. 

“Get in, do,” said Victor, showing very white teeth again 
and speaking just a little more quickly. “Yoifre getting 
so wet.” 

They bowed their heads and climbed meekly into the 
back of the car, which was not quite large enough to hold 
three people in comfort when, as in this case, some expen- 
sive suitcases were piled on the floor; and arranged them- 
selves so that they did not drip upon the third passenger, a 
girl of about twenty-five •whose whole presence, perfectly 

D 
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produced in a yellow coat and skirt with a dark fur, glowed 
with a subdued yet striking smartness. 

Tina, smiling nervously at this vision, was so impressed 
by the beautiful dark skin o^j which her gloves, shoes and 
handbag were made that for days afterwards, whenever 
Viola mentioned the incident, she saw in memory the dull 
lustre on the young lady’s toecaps and smelled the faintest 
breath of a perfume, hitherto unknown to her, not unlike 
Russia leather. 

“Were you out for a walk?” asked Hetty, leaning back 
from her seat next to Victor and speaking to Tina but 
including the sopping Viola in her friendly smile. 

‘‘Yes, it was such a lovely day, ’we never thought it 
would rain. . . .” 

‘‘Yes, it came up so suddenly.” 

There was a faint movement and a murmur from Viola, 
who was dripping over one of the vision's ankles. The 
vision, smiling kindly, pulled her ankle out of the way. 

She could afford to be kind. Tina’s quiet choiceness of 
dress, Viola’s bloom of youth, Hetty’s touch of studentish 
distinction, were eclipsed utterly by the perfect grooming 
and poise of the dark stranger. They were just three dowdy 
females. 

Hetty was the only one who did not mind this. The vision 
was only Phyl Barlow, without two ideas in her head. She 
carried on a determined conversation with Tina, while the 
car dashed along the wet mile to The Eagles, discovering 
some mutual acquaintances in the neighbourhood and 
recalling that her aunt, Mrs. Spring, had met Mrs. Wither 
last year on the Committee for the Chesterbourne Infirmary 
Ball. 

She was not going to lose this opportunity of scraping 
acquaintance with the sad-looking younger Miss Wither, 
who might be most interesting psychologically, and whom 
she had more than once seen in the bookshop in Chester- 
bourne, browsing. 

“My sister-in-law,” murmured Tina, remembering her 
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duty and indicating Viola as the car drew up outside The 
Eagles. There was no sign of the Wither car, w th Saxon 
and Mr. Spurrey. Horror upon horror! he i lUSt have 
arrived early. I 

Viola, who had been stealing a good look at :he young 
god who was driving (to Miss Barlow’s amusemet :) glanced 
round at Hetty with her cheerful smile and said, cambering 
out of the car : 

“Thanks awfully for the lift.” 

“Not at all,” replied Victor, supposing tha; she was 
speaking to him when in fact she was far too impressed to 
dare. “Hopeyou won’t both catch cold.” He raised his hat, 
indicating by his “both” that he had at least taken iu the 
fact that there were two of them, though he had not ohcc 
glanced round or spoken during the drive. 

Viola, running shivering into the house, carried away a 
picture of so much masculine elegance that it quite over- 
whelmed her. Such a width of shoulder, such becoming 
sunburn on a hard, clear profile that was faintly military, 
such a tiny fair moustache and bright hazel eyes! with a 
quick, summing-up look under their short thick lashes. 

He’s the most marvellous-looking man I’ve ever seen, she 
thought, peeling off her wet clothes in the big chilly bedroom, 
and he does remind me of someone, now who is it? (oh dear, 
we’re going to be so late, I do hope it won’t be very awful, 
how I hate living here). 

She ran downstairs buttoning her frock, and as she 
turned the handle of the drawing-room door, whence c^iTiet 
the dirge-like soughing of voices, she remembered ^hdii 
was he reminded her of. The young man they alwayi^ draw 
to advertise Llama-Pyjamas, of course, that’^ ^no it is! 

Quite pleased, she went in. ' 



CHAPTER VI 


N OW what did you want to do that for, Het?’! inter- 
estedly inquired Victor, as the car rushed gladly away 
from The Eagles. ‘'You are an extraordinary woman.” 
“Well, poor creatures, they were getting wet.” 

When Hetty talked to her social equals she was careful 
to keep her speech free from slang, for she enjoyed the 
touQh of pedantry thus given to her sentences, and the 
contrast between her diction and that of the Springs* 
friends, especially Miss Barlow's. But when Hetty talked 
to Heyrick or to little Merionethshire she talked in an 
ordinary way: she did not want the servants to think her 
stuck-up, as well as qi^eer. 

“We shall hot be late for tea,” she added mildly. 

Her cousin accelerated, saying nothing more. She had 
asked him to pull up when she caught sight of the two 
Miss Who-ever-they-weres sheltering under the trees, and he 
had done so, partly because of his slight but steady curiosity 
about all her actions, and partly from a less good-natured 
reason. 

’ He always liked to see what old Het-Up would do next. 
All the people round him behaved, as he did, in an ordinary 
manner; and he took it for granted that sensible people 
everywhere behaved like this. But Hetty often behaved 
oddly and she was interesting to watch; it was like having 
a mongrel dog about the house, without breeding but with 
plenty of character. Sometimes her oddities annoyed him 
but usually he was only amused, for he was fond of old 
Het-Up, who took herself so seriously; they had, after all, 
grown up together and she took the place of a sister. 

Miss Barlow said nothing, either. She was irritated. 
She knew why Victor had stop^d the car; it was because 
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she had exclaimed impatiently, “Oh, do let’s get on, Victor, 
I’ve hung about enough for one afternoon.” He had 
wanted to show her that her wishes, her impatience, had 
no power over him and that lie was not sorry f r having 
kept her waiting three and a half minutes at the station. 

It appeared that he had stopped at a shop in :he town 
because Hetty wanted to fetch a book she had ordered. 
He had told Hetty that she coulcLstay in the booKshop for 
ten minutes, but Hetty had stayed twelve, and that had 
made them late. 

Twice, in half an hour, Hetty had held up Miss Barlow’s 
plans, and prevented her from moving as quickly as possible 
on to the next pleasure. Miss Barlow liked her life ta be 
a steady movement towards pleasure. While she w*as 
having one, she was thinking about the next and what she 
should wear while she had that. 

What a little beast she is, thought the elder girl coldly, 
looking at the bun of hair sticking out untidily under 
Hetty’s hat. Thoroughly selfish, unattractive, and spoilt. 
I think, as soon as Victor and I are married, a good long 
cruise would be the best thing for Miss Hetty, since she’s 
so fond of travel books. She might pick up a husband 
that way — though I doubt it, she’s so affected. There’s 
nothing men hate so much as a ffectatio n. 

Miss Barlow’s own success with men (eight full-blown 
offers of heart, hand and fortune in five years, and number- 
less hints at undying devotion repressed by loyalty to 
marriage vows or lack of money ; storesful of flowers, sweets, 
jewellery and minor articles of clothing, to say nothing 
about a ceaseless stream of invitations to dances, races, 
and shows) was due, she thought, chiefly to her lack of 
affectation. 

The word had a special meaning for her, wide enough 
to cover all behaviour different from her own. Thus it was 
affected to love reading, to like being alone, to play games 
professionally, to dress in the extreme of fashion. The 
steady pursuit of conventfonal pleasures, none of them 
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lasting very long and all of them costing a good deal of 
money, was Phyllis’s ideal of how life should be lived. 

It was taken for granted by the Springs and by Phyllis’s 
family, a nest of rich stockbrokers, that she and Victor 
would one day marry, for they had kept up a half-attracted, 
half-irritated friendship since their Harrow and Roedean 
days, but each was always so busy making money or 
pursuing pleasure that so far they had had neither the 
time nor the inclination to undertake the bother of getting 
married. 

There was also the question of children. Phyllis, at 
fifteen, had decided that she woul(^ never have children. 
Children, both before and after, made one look a sight. 
Vfctor wanted children. They had never talked about this, 
but each had gathered the other’s views. There would be 
all the bore of threshing that out, too. In short, the longer 
they put off getting formally engaged, the pleasanter life 
would be. Meanwhile, they saw each other often at the 
flat of Phyllises parents in London, where there was much 
entertaining all the year round, and every summer Phyllis 
came for many week-ends to Grassmere, where the Springs 
usually had friends staying. 

Mrs. Spring liked Phyllis’s company, for they had the 
same interests and the same solemnity about the details 
of entertaining, house-decorating, and dress; but it cannot 
be said that Mrs. Spring was fond of Miss Barlow. She felt 
in the younger woman’s apparently candjd nature a desire to 
boss, and to e?^el, that she did not like. If any woman had 
to boss and excel at Grassmere it should be Mrs. Spring, not 
Miss Barlow. Victor did both, of course, but his mother 
did not mind that. Victor was a man, and one did not 
mind being outshone by a man. 

Nevertheless, Phyllis would make a handsome, wealthy 
and suitable wife for Victor, and after she was married she 
would probably change her mind about children: girls 
often did. A handsome grandson, just like Victor, would 
be delightful! ‘ 
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Mrs. Spring was lying on a long chair on l^ie veranda 
under a light rug, watching the sudden rainstc ni beating 
on the pewter-coloured river at the bottom of the lawns. 
There were some other peo^ile staying in the house but 
they were out motoring. She did not feel well o-day, and 
was trying to be sensible about it, but this was liifficult, for 
she bad so much that she felt good health might ust as well 
have been thrown in. Hetty, now, and Phyl, ; nd Victor, 
they were all three as strong as horses, and took their 
health for granted. 

“Hullo, Phyllis,” she said, looking up as the three came 
towards her. “How nice you look (Hetty! ^ our hair!) 
I expected you half an hour ago; was the train late?”- 

“The train was all right,” Miss Barlow unslung the fox 
from her neck, smiling down at Mrs. Spring, ‘"but Victor 
was late.” 

“Three minutes.” He said it over his shoulder; he was 
fiddling with the wireless, 

“And on the top of that,” continued* Miss Barlow, 
cautiously pressing the waves on her dark head, “he 
stopped to give some people a lift.” 

“Oh? Anyone we know?” 

“The Withers,” put in Hetty, who had slumped into a 
chair. 

“The ? Oh, those people at The Eagles.” 

“We had to turn the car round,” went on Phyllis 
tightly, “and take them right back to their front 
door!” 

“Whatever for?” 

“It was raining,” drawled Hetty. “I asked Vic to stop. 
The younger Miss Wither and her sister-in-law had gone 
out for a walk and the rain came upon them unexpectedly, 
I gathered.” 

“The sister-in-law?” interrupted Mrs. Spring. “That’s 
the brother’s widow. He died about a year ago. She was 
in a shop.” 

“The sister-in-law was?” asked Hetty. 
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“Yes. Some place in the town — Thompson and some- 
thing. What’s she like?” 

Mrs. Spring, though now a wealthy woman with the 
interests of her type, had bien born in a small town in 
Hampshire, and had the small-town woman’s interest in a 
local personality, however unimportant. 

“If she were groomed,” said Hetty slowly, pensively 
staring down at her shoes, “she would be a beauty. She is 
the ethereal type, like one of Greuze’s girls, with that fine- 
textured skin and silky hair that men always admire.” 

“One of who’s girls?” said her aunt fretfully. “I wish 
you would pay more attention to your own grooming, 
nevet-^mind other people’s.” She stood up, with deter- 
mination, for she refused to play the invalid in front of 
guests unless they were old acquaintances like Phyllis 
Barlow, and at any moment the Randalls would come in. 

Phyllis said nothing. When tactless men asked her if 
she did not think Rosemary or Diana a swell doll, Phyllis 
said heartily that she did, though she did not. But she 
never on the other "hand made the mistake of over-praising 
women to men, because she knew that men saw through 
that game : they were not so stupid as they were supposed 
to be. Victor went out of the room. 

“You’ve got your old room, Phyllis,” said Mrs. Spring. 
“ It’s just been done up.” 

“Oh good!” 

“The wallpaper’s a sort of pale Futurist, all mixed, 
you know, and there’s a Hunting Scenes chintz,” continued 
Mrs. Spring. 

“It sounds marvellous; I think I’ll go up and look at it.” 

“There’ll be a drink when you come down. Some people 
are coming in. Now, Hetty,” as Phyllis went out, “that’s 
how I want you to look one day. Phyllis has perfect taste 
and wears her things beautifully.” 

“Why?” droned Hetty. 

Mrs. Spring stared at her. 

“Why? What do you mean, wViy?” 
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“Why does she wear them beautifully?” 

“How on earth should I know? Because she does I 
suppose. It’s a gift . . . and you haven’t got it.' 

“Oh.” Hetty was eating, rather than reading, large 
slabs of a very thin book of contemporary verse each page 
having a thick wodge of prmlTwithout cap lal letters, 
starting at the top and running nearly to the bottom. Her 
eyes were very close to the book and she fro^vned with 
concentration. 

“Hetty! Do put that down and go and make yourself 
fit to be seen. The Randalls will be back at any minute. 
Your stockings are twisted and your hat’s on straight; it 
ought to be right over one eye. What have you got^hold 
of there, for pity’s sake?” 

""Ashes of Iron,"'" Hetty began to bite a finger-nail, 
absently but with the ghost of a mdicious smile turning 
up the corners of her mouth. 

“What?” 

""Ashes of Iron, It’s the name of a book.^ Poems.” 

“Rubbish,” muttered her aunt, moving uneasily across 
the room to the wireless, making a little face of weariness 
and pain. “What on earth does it mean?” 

“I don’t know, but one has to read it and try to find 
out,” said her niece sternly, going towards the door with the 
book carefully cradled in one hand. 

Mrs. Spring switched on the wireless and music, of- a 
sort, slowly grew in the big luxurious room. 

I don’t want to write, of course, mused Hetty, running 
upstairs two at a time, and anyway I know I can’t, but 
really, if one was a genius (as I suspect this Ashes of Iron 
man is) one could be it here without a soul (I err; I should 
say, without a body, for souls they have none) suspecting. 
Never heard of Greuze, never heard of Donat Mulqueen 
and Ashes of Ironl I might be .Donat Mulqueen myself, 
for all they realize. 

She went into her bedroom and shut the door. 

She had a sitting-roonl too, but she liked her bedroom 
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better because from it she could see the river. Not a corner 
of the orchard could be seen, and of course the waste land 
at the back of the vegetable garden was tucked well away 
at the side of the house, but khe river had poetry ; it was 
better than the unshadowed lawns, the neat beds of blazing 
flowers. 

Her room was big, light and pleasant, with conventionally 
charming furnishings that had been transformed by Hetty’s 
own odd, vivid and sure taste. Watts’s The Minotaur, 
Van Gogh’s Cornfield with Cypresses, a group of natives by 
Gauguin, looked strange but attractive against the pale 
pink wall-paper considered suitable for a virgin’s sleeping- 
place J?y Mrs. Spring. 

Bookshelves stood against the four walls. They were 
shapely and well made, but were all second-hand; Hetty 
had picked them up on visits to Chesterbourne. She liked 
her shelves to have personality, as well as the books on them, 
and though it would have been simpler to order shelves to 
be fitted round ‘the room, or to buy those bookcases that 
grow with the growth of their library, she had stood firm 
against the amusement of Victor and the irritation of her 
aunt, and had the shelves she wanted. 

She let down her thick lank hair and began to brush it, 
standing in front of the mirror and gazing dejectedly across 
the now sunlit lawns. world was so beautiful! so 

cramme d with romance, excitement, horror, irony! In 
every part of it, except at Grassmere near Sible Pelden in 
Essex, there were to be found truths that were stranger than 
fiction, and more satisfying. There were causes to live for, 
work to be done, philosophies to be examined, religions 
to be inquired into and rejected, and an ocean, a bottomless 
ether, of talk to be poured out at somebody — no matter 
who; someone else young, preferably, who would argue 
and know a little more than oneself but have the same kind 
of searching, eager mind. There were people to be taught, 
wrongs to be righted, there were politics and history and 
economics. ... • 
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I know just how Florence Nightingale felt. 

Why won’t they let me go to College, and then try to 
get a job? 

What’s the use of a finishirJg-school, full of useless lilies 
of the field in crepe-de-chine underclothing, whc ’ve never 
heard of Donat Mulqueen? 

Swjiiish! went the stiff brush, down the th ek locks. 
Wait till I’m twenty-one! Only another yeai. 

There was a sharp tap at the door, which operied before 
she could say anything and admitted Miss Barlo^v. 

“What do you want?” demanded Hetty. She casually 
put on a dressing-gown, for she still had the fierce modesty 
of extreme youth, and she hated the fastidious glancejhat 
Phyllis had given at her neglected, schoolgirlish under- 
clothing. 

“Just want to see if you’ve got anything new and 
interesting to read,” said Miss Barlow lightly, “and 
we haven’t seen each other for such ages that I wondered 
how you’ve been getting on all this timet” She began 
to wander round the room, humming. “Not engaged 
yet?” 

“Go to hell.” Hetty went on with her brushing. 

“You don’t mean to say that you’ve read all these?” 

No answer. 

“Come on, Hetty, don’t try it on with me. I’ve known 
you since you were twelve. You don’t really read all this 
stj^, you know, and understand it. Why, there are things 
here that Victor wouldn’t understand.” 

“Quite.” 

“Its just affectation. Pose.” 

Hetty went on brushing with longer and longer sweeps. 
Her scalp tingled from the force of the brushing. 

“Poetry . . .” Phyllis pulled out a book roughly, and 
opened it. Her heart was beating a little quicker than usual, 
not unpleasantly. She liked excitement, especially when it 
came from baiting somebody. 

She began to read drarftatically : 
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“no truce with the I, the ravener, 
eater of bare nobility “ 

“ What utter rot ! Why, it dcjesn’t even make — here — shut 
up, you little beast!” 

Hetty, hairbrush raised, charged at her, seized her by the 
shoulders and with the full force of a sturdy body superior 
in weight if not in strength, barged her out of the I'oom 
and, after a scuffle in the passage, slammed the door. 

“Bitch!” observed Hetty, resuming her hairbrushing 
with a trembling hand. She murmured after a moment : 

“No truce with the I, the ravener, 

^ eater of bare nobility, big-mouth ” 

then shook her head impatiently, broke off, and began again 
in a low dreamy tone, gazing out across the green lawns : 

“I rode one evening with Count Maddalo 
Upon the bank of land which breaks the flow 
Of Adria towards Venice. ...” 

Gradually, as the words left her lips, her expression grew 
calm, save for the old resentful look in the blue eyes, and 
when she went down a little later she was as usual. 

There were eight or nine people in the drawing-room, 
talking loudly in a haze of sunlit cigarette smoke through 
the noise of the wireless. Victor was making drinks for 
one group, and two pretty maids, one of whom was little 
Merionethshire with all her flowers on show, moved about 
with trays of delicious and carefully-chosen food. There 
was the thick rich smell of good cigarette^ alcohol, scent, 
and well-washed people that Hetty called the Smell of 
Progress. She went and sat in a corner. 

Presently a very young man came over and sat down 
next to her. 

“Think we’ve met before, haven’t we?” said the very 
young man. “At the Phillips’s tennis party. Seem to 
remember your face. My name’s Anderson. We came over 
with the Randalls. Friends of yours, aren’t they?” 
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“Yes.” 

“Had any more tennis lately?” 

“Yes. Yesterday.” 

“Weather’s been good, hz^n’t it. Don’t like playing in 
the heat.” 

“No.” 

“You going to the Infernal Ball?” 

“Yes.” 

“Ghastly show, isn’t it. But my mother mil go, and my 
sister and I have to do our duty. I say, will you smoke?” 
“Thank you.” 

“I say, who’s that?” 

whom Hn yyii 

“I say! The tall dark girl with the marvellous figure!” 
“That is Miss Barlow.” 

“Isn’t she engaged to your cousin?” 

“I believe so.” 

“Marvellous-looking girl, isn’t she.” 

Hetty slowly turned her head, looked full at him and said 
in a low, melancholy voice : 

“Alas! I have no hope nor health, 

Nor peace within nor calm around, 

Nor that content surpassing wealth 
( The sage in meditation found, 

I And walked with inward glory crowned — 

I Nor fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure, 

I Others I see whom these surround — 

I Smiling, they live and call life pleasure; 

\y To me that cup has been dealt in another measure.” 

She stopped, struck by the look of rapt attention and 
admiration on the young, spotty face turned to her own. 

“I say! Do go on. That’s marvellous; it’s just how I 
feel sometimes. Who wrote it? You?” 

“Shelley.” 

“He did, did he? Well, he knew it all and then some. 
I say, do let me get you Something.” 
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This unexpected reaction to the Stanzas Written In Dejec- 
tion Near Naples, annoyed Hetty, but it made her think. She 
had wished to alarm and embarrass the very young man ; she 
had only put words to his prrvate discontents. Was it pos- 
sible that others, as well as herself, found their lot imperfect? 

When the young man came back with something, she had 
slipped away. 

Old Phyl looks marvellous to-day, thought Victor, 
looking over at her as she stood in a group on the other 
side of the room. He thought, with pleasure, that he would 
take her out into the rhododendron shrubbery after dinner 
and kiss her — if she did not want to make up a four for 
bridge. And perhaps, even if she did want to, he would take 
her out there and kiss her just the same. She really must 
learn that he was master ; she was too fond of her own way. 

Nevertheless, as he looked at her, he felt both affection 
and pride. 

She was not beautiful, but she had so many good points 
that nine men* out of ten preferred her looks to those of 
beautiful women. Her figure was very pretty, her dark 
head, perfectly shingled, was a fine shape, with its severe 
line broken near the forehead by some tidy, feminine little 
curls. Her delicate nose and well-modelled mouth would 
wear well, and so would her fine clear skin, of which she 
took great care. Her slightly aquiline features contrasted 
oddly with her eyes, which should have been long-shaped 
in her type of face, but they were round, darkest brown, 
and sparkling. All her pleasure in dancing, in tennis and 
golf, in dress and motoring, shone in her eyes. 

She was smart, she was a good sport, and she would never 
let you down. 

Clothes do make a difference to women, mused Victor, 
who occasionally made discoveries of this kind. Hetty, 
now (the bunchy form of his cousin was just sidling out of 
the room) it was a pity old Het-Up dressed so badly. 

As for the two Miss Whoever-they-weres, the Withers, 
he did not think of them at all. * 



CHAPTER VII 


M r. wither, having seen Mr. Spurrey oft in the car, 
went into his den and was seen no r ore before 
dinner. 

This secluding of himself, like a witch-doctor before 
practising some(trte^ was intended to alarm tiie females, 
and did it so thor(5tighly that by the time they were sitting 
at table, everyone except Mr. Wither himself was slightly 
hysterical. 

Even Madge was subdued. It was a Wither tradition 
that Madge Never Howled; had it not been a tradition, 
her mother and sister would have sworn that she had been. 
She spent the afternoon up at the Club, returned in a very 
silent mood, and sat slumped in a far corner of the drawing- 
room for the rest of the time before dinner, staring at an 
article on military life in India in the Illustrated Fortnightly. 

Before going down to dinner, Viola and Tina told each 
other that it was absurd to get so worked up simply because 
they were going to be rowed for being late for tea. 

They said indignantly that they were twenty-two and 
thirty-five (at least, Viola said that she was twenty-two and 
Tina said that she, Tina, was no longer a schoolgirl) and 
that the whole thing was simply ludicrous. 

Tina looked up the chapter on Fathers and Daughters in 
the book on feminine psychology, but the things it said 
(after a bit at the beginning of the chapter warning you not 
to be shocked) did not seem to have much bearing upon 
her case. What they warned you against was getting too fond 
of your father and letting him get too fond of you. As there 
seemed small danger of this situation arising between Mr. 
Wither and herself, Tina put down the book with a little 
^igh ; and Viola picked il up. 

83 
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“Good lord,” said she, with a pink face, after a pause. 

“What’ve you found?” laughing. 

“I say — who wrote this rot'^” She glanced at the cover. 
“Doctor Irene Hartmiiller. Oh, a German^ 

“Viennese. Quite young, and brilliantly clever.” 

“Well, I think it’s bosh,” but she continued to turn the 
pages gingerly. “Why — I say \ — good lord\ What a mind 
the woman’s got! Just like a German.” 

“Oh, Viola!” 

“What’s up?” 

“You don’t really think that Germans have got a worse 
sort of mind than other people, do you?” 

“Of course I do. Everybody knows they have.” 

Tina sighed. She occasionally came across broad bands 
of sheef" stupidity in her sister-in-law’s character which 
reminded her sharply that Viola had been educated at an 
inferior school which she had left when she was sixteen. 

“Well, they made the War, anyway,” said Viola sulkily, 
dropping the book on the bed. 

Tina said nothing. 

“And all those Atrocities,” persisted Viola, “and boiling 
down dead bodies for soup. Why, it’s well known. There 
are books about it. If they didn’t, why are they called 
Huns?” 

The gong interrupted her revelations; but each went 
downstairs feeling a little ruffled with the other. 

When Mr. Wither was deeply annoyed with anybody he 
seldom made a direct attack upon them. He opened fire 
upon some other object, remote from his true one, and 
worked round to the latter, suddenly pouncing upon it 
when the culprit thought the danger past. 

This evening, in the quiet room with its handsome dull 
furniture, while the spring afterglow lit the black Persian 
boughs of the monkey-puzzle tree, Mr. Wither broke his 
heavy silence thus : 

“1 had to write to Jameson about that fellow again 
to-day.” 
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Mr. Jameson, an old acquaintance of the >\ithers, was 
Mayor of Chesterbourne. ^ 

Mr. Wither’s head was bel^t, showing its two wide bands 
of thin hair, over a plate of nasty blobby cod covered in 
white paste. 

“The Hermit, dear, do you mean?” Mrs. >\ither knew 
all Mr. Wither’s worries by heart. 

“No more a hermit than I am,” intoned Mr. Wither, 
breaking off a very small piece of bread. “The fellow’s a 
fraud. Spends most of his time in that public house at the 
cross-roads — what is it? The Lion. The Green Lion. Saw 
him there myself this morning, drinking with a lot of 
hobbledehoys. He had the insolence” — Mr. Wither took 
a little sip of tonic water — “had the insolence to make a 
remark about my walking-stick.” 

“Shouted at me,” added Mr. Wither, drearily. 

“Oh, what did he say?” irrepressibly exclaimed Tina. 

“I did not wait to hear,” loftily responded Mr. Wither, 
having raised everybody’s curiosity to scfeeching point. 
“I took no notice, I walked on my way.”. 

Pause. Mr. Wither passed his plate for more blob and 
paste. He had not looked at Tina and Viola, and though 
they knew his little ways, their fears were gradually being 
lulled. Perhaps the Hermit really had served as a red- 
herring. . . . 

“I don’t know how he manages to live, I’m sure,” con- 
tributed Mrs. Wither, nervously moving her eyelids. She 
knew very well what storm was brooding. 

“Imposes on fools,” droned Mr. Wither, chewing. 

“He does a bit of digging for Colonel Phillips now and 
then,” said Madge, looking up under her pink eyelids and 
speaking for the first time. 

“What have jow been crying about?” suddenly demanded 
her father, bending forward and staring at her. 

“Me?” said Madge loudly, going brick-red. “Howling? 
What do you mean? You know I Never Howl. What on 
earth should I want to howl for?” 
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“ Don’t know, but your eyes are red,” retorted her parent. 

“ It’s the wind, I expect. The^e was a jolly nippy wind ” 

“Nonsense,” interrupted Y**- Wither. “Excuses.” 

“And suppose I have been howling,” sudSenly sobbed 
Madge, her face contorting like a baby’s while two huge 
tears broke cover and rolled down her face. She dashed 
down her table-napkin. “I don’t have much to keep me^rom 
howling, do I? You won’t even let me have a dog.” Sob. 

Appalled faces stared at her from three sides. 

Mr. Wither, however, remained unmoved, only bending 
more attentively over his cod. 

“Colonel Phillips has just got three ripping Sealyham 
pup«,” she continued shakily. “Thoroughbreds. He’s 
letting them go for two and a half guineas each. They’re 
a dead Bargain. Do let me get one, Father. Please. I’ll 
keep it outside in the yard, honour bright I will. I won’t 
let it sleep on my bed” — sob — “if you’ll only let me have it, 
Father. Please say yes.” 

Mr. Wither" continued to chew an almost non-existent 
fragment of cod with no change of expression. 

“Come on. Father, be a sport.” Tina rushed recklessly 
in with an hysterical giggle, causing the frozen gazes of 
Mrs. Wither and Viola to flicker across to her quivering 
face and remain there, fixed. 

“Madge is nearly forty, you know; old enough to know 
how to keep a dog in order. I’m glad she’s broken the ice, 
because,” her voice quavered on shrilly in the dead silence, 
“I’m going to ask you to let me have something, too. 
I want to learn to drive the car.” 

Mr. Wither gave a slight start, as though struck by a 
poisoned arrow, but still he said nothing. 

“It can’t do any harm,” Tina went on resolutely, in a 
calmer tone, two red spots on her thin cheeks. “Saxon can 
teach me in his spare time. He seems to have plenty,” 
bitterly, “and if you ask me, I don’t think Master Saxon 
quite earns his hundred a year.” 

“Tina, you beast,” quavered *Madge, blowing her nose. 
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“You know I’ve always wanted to have proper lessons. 
I do think you’re a rotteri cutting in in front of me like 
that ... if you let her, Father, you’ll let me have the dog, 
won’t you? It wouldn’t be fair to let her learn ta drive, and 
me ” 

“And Tina and I are frightfully sorry we late for 
tea*this afternoon,’’ cut in Viola, gaspingly, leaning across 
and smiling at him with eyes wide open in alar n. “Truly, 
it wasn’t our fault; you see we got caught in tne rain and 
we had to get a lift home in someone’s car. Now if we’d 
had the car crurselves, and Tina had been driving ” 

“Shut up, Vi,” muttered Tina. “Father, you might let 
Madge have her blessed dog, you’ll never see it if she keeps 
it out in the yard. As for me, I’m not so keen as all that on 
learning to drive, only it makes me rather sick to see Saxon 
idling about with so much spare time on his hands ... it 
would kill two birds with one stone . . . give me something 
useful to do, and keep him busy. . . .” 

“Why are we waiting for our pudding?’’ demanded Mr. 
Wither, lifting his head and gazing past the sea of tear- 
stained and agitated faces to that of Mrs. Wither, who 
jumped three inches. “Or perhaps there is no pudding 
to-night?” 

“ Yes, dear, of course, ground rice.” Mrs. Wither pressed 
the bell. 

Complete silence for three minutes while the stout parlour- 
maid arranged the paraphernalia for pudding. Madge tried 
to speak, but only made a strange noise, causing Viola to 
give an hysterical snort. Mr. Wither, as the parlourmaid 
left the room, for the first time darted his daughter-in-law 
one dreadful glance. So, it said, you are the one who blows 
up the whole works in front of the servants. That is exactly 
what I should have expected you would do. 

“Ground rice, dear?” inquire Mrs. Wither of Madge, 
glancing tenderly, nervously, at the big, tear-stained face. 
Madgie was her favourite, and always had been, though it 
was wrong to have favourites, she knew. 
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“No thanks.” 

“Tina?” h 

A shake of the head. 

Mrs. Wither glanced coldly at Viola (really, that noise 
she had made was too bad, quite uncontrolled, what would 
Fawcuss think?) “Will you have some ground rice pudding, 
Viola?” 

“Please,” muttered Viola, her eyes suddenly swimming 
in tears. Oh ! supper with Dad at home, after the shop was 
shut in the evening, frying tomatoes on the gas-stove while 
he read bits to her out of the paper, and the room was full 
of golden light, and laughter, and the warmness of love! 
She stared away, out of the window, at the mean garden 
where shadows were lengthening. 

Madge'gulped. 

“Well, Father, will you let me have the dog, please? 
You might say one way or the other.” 

Her tone was calmer now, the shadow of disappointment 
at the refusal w'hich she saw shaping itself upon her father’s 
lips lay over her blubbered face. 

Mr. Wither looked up. With a shock of immense surprise, 
felt through their individual agitations, three of the women 
realized that he looked both tired and upset. Mrs. Wither 
had observed this from the first, but then (as the reader 
shall hear) she had been prepared for it. 

“We’ve talked all this over before, Madge. No.” 

He pushed away his half-emptied plate, and got up. 

“Father! Aren’t you going to finish your pudding?” 
breathed his wife, gazing at him anxiously. 

He shook his head, moving towards the door. 

“And what about my driving lessons, Father?” Tina 
spoke firmly, raising her voice a little. “There’s no reason 
why 1 shouldn’t have them, is there?” 

“Please yourself,” he said heavily, and shut the door 
behind him. 

Tina burst out crying. 

“Tina! What on earth’s up?”* But Tina shook off her 
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sister-in-law’s protective young arm, and rushed out of the 
other door, slamming it, andleaving the other thrc-« gasping. 

The door of her father’s s^dy was shut. It loc^med black 
and square across the hall, where dusk was beginning to 
fill the tall well of the staircase. She ran lightl v upstairs, 
crying into her cupped hands, rushed into her bedroom, 
and* collapsed on the bed, shaking in a hysteria which was 
caused partly by relief, partly by an obscure feeling of 
shame. 

Doctor Irene Hartmiiller told her readers authoritatively 
that the only way to get mental harmony was to face one’s 
desires (however degrading they might be) and, when it was 
possible without doing too much damage to one’s fellow- 
creatures, have them. 

For weeks Tina had been facing her degrading desire to 
sit next to Saxon in the car while they drove alone down an 
endless road lined by the flowering trees of summer. Now 
that her desire was apparently about to be gratified, without 
much damage to Mr. Wither, she wondered that she had 
made such a fuss about it to herself. It was a simple 
enough thing to want . . . only it was rather an odd one. 

And it had not grown up without encouragement from 
him. Why had he looked at her once, so fully, with such 
candid friendly miscliief, the chauffeur’s mask completely 
dropped, as though it were twelve years ago, and she were 
again the dainty little art student, home from London for 
the week-end, and he a wild boy in a ragged red jersey? 

If he had not looked at her like that, only once, as she 
crossed the yard one day on her way back from a walk in 
the little wood, she would never have let his image grow 
to such a height in her mind. 

No woman with a proper self-respect (thought Tina 
bitterly, lying on her bed with wet eyelashes), no woman 
who’s been decently brought up gets sentimental about her 
father’s chauffeur without any encouragement . . . even if 
she has known him for twelve years. 

It’s not having anyone^to love, too. 
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Oh, I^cnow quite well what’s the matter with me. 

All the more reason why I ?^ iould get these lessons over 
quickly, and as soon as I hear/ his Essex drawl and see that 
his finger-nails aren’t quite clean . . . his hands are beautiful 
said a clear little voice in her head, / should like to walk with 
him hand in hand. 

She sprang up, flushing and terrified, and walking firmly 
to the window, leaned out into the evening. What a sudden 
burst of song down there in the darkening wood! And 
again ! so strong and clear ; then silence. 

As soon as Tina had gone, Mrs. Wither got up, went 
over*^to Madge, and patted her shoulder. 

“Mum,” said Madge miserably, looking, despite her 
prowess ^t golf and her twelve stone, about fifteen years old. 

“There, there, dear. You mustn’t upset Father, you 
know.” 

“Yes, but, Mum, why won’t he let me have a dog? 
I promise I’ll keep it out of his way, and I know all about 
taking care of them, you know; I had that year at Rox- 
bourne. They’re such jolly little beggars ; I wish you could 
see them.” 

Mrs. Wither patted her again, sighed, and stood gazing 
down at the floor. 

Viola, who was rather embarrassed by this family inter- 
lude, sat with her arms resting on the table, staring in a 
vacant and irritating way at her mother- and sister-in-law. 

“If you have finished, Viola, please press the bell,” said 
Mrs. Wither tartly; then she went out as well. 

“It’s rotten about your dog, Madge,” said Viola’s soft, 
deep, voice after a minute. 

“Oh, that’s all right. Sorry I made an ass of myself,” 
and Madge got up, and shouldered her way out of the room 
as the parlourmaid came ’into it. 

Viola still sat over the table. She did not move until 
Fawcuss came at her with the crumb-brush and tray, then 
she stood up, yawning and stretching her slender arms. 
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Faint music came in at the window, under V\e fading 
sunset. It was a quarter-paA eight. 

“Is that your wireless, Fau\puss?” 

“No, Madam,” said Fawcuss, after a pause intended 
to show Mrs. Theodore that maids also have t eir souls 
and their privacies, as well as have shopgirls livins' on their 
betters’ charity even though they had caught Mr. I heodore, 
not that he was much catch. 

“Where is it, then?” 

“It’s over at Grassmere, Madam. Mr. Spriag has a 
party there to-night, Saxon said.” 

“Lovely,” murmured Viola. , 

•“They’ve got the wireless out on the water, Saxon said,” 
volunteered Fawcuss disapprovingly; like most women 
born in a tidy-sized river town she had only once been on 
what she called The Water and regarded it as dangerous 
and rather low to do so. 

“Boats, do you mean?” 

“Yes, Madam, so Saxon says.” 

That was why the music echoed so over the wide calm 
river, through the little wood in its valley, wandering about 
in the tranquil evening air. 

Viola went slowly upstairs. 

Mooning . . . the soft, long, languishing word exactly 
describes her state of mind as she gazed across the miniature 
valley, thinking of Victor Spring. 

She was not so romantic, so lacking in common sense 
and in experience, that she could imagine herself in love 
with a man seen once, for five minutes. But he had deeply 
printed such imagination as she had, already warmed by 
the legends about him that she had heard since her child- 
hood. His good looks, the solid elegance of his car and 
clothes, the decisive impatient quality of his voice, now 
came to dress the dream of him that she, in common with 
the other Chesterbourne girls, had had at the back of her 
mind for years. 

Below in the wood, whbse tree-tops were now a warm 
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rosy-green in the afterglow, there came a loud, sweet, 
strange burst of sound. Wha/: bird is that? she wondered, 
gazing down into the shadqfWy maze of branches. And 
again ! so clear and strong ; then silence. 

Mrs. Wither, meanwhile, went across the hall, where 
the blue tiles were no longer distinguishable from black in 
the dusk, and tapped upon the door of Mr. Wither’s study. 
There was no reply, so after a pause she tapped again, then 
firmly opened the door and went in. 

It was nearly dark in the little room, the only light was 
that of the dying sunset falling through the one very tall 
window, looped with heavy curtains. Mr. Wither was sitting 
ba#k in his arm-chair, with hands crossed over his stomach, 
and as she came in he turned his head wearily, saying: 

“Is tfiat you, Emmie,” in such a low, discouraged voice 
that her alarm deepened. 

“Wouldn’t you like the light, dear?” She stood, hesi- 
tating, with the door half-open. 

“No, no. Plenty of light,” he said impatiently. “Come 
in, do, and shut the door.” 

She did so, and sat down upon an uncomfortable little 
chair opposite his big one. There was silence for a while. 

“Don’t you feel well, dear?” 

Mrs. Wffher guessed what was the matter; her alarm 
was not because she had never seen him like this before. 
She had: but she had never before seen him leave his 
pudding unfinished in front of the girls. He would show 
his depression by scolding them, or by silence, but he would 
never break away from his usual behaviour. Pudding must 
be finished, though stocks fell like ninepins. 

“Would you like some bicarbonate, dear?” suggested 
Mrs. Wither at length, dutifully giving him the chance to 
say that he was suffering from ind^estion, and thus save 
his pride. 

He shook his head. Mrs. Wither sat patiently on, in the 
deepening dusk. Presently he would begin to talk about 
what that old Mr. Spurrey had been saying. 
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He was usually like this after he had been with Mr. 
Spurrey. Mrs. Wither had Been prepared for the mood, 
and had planned to deal witk^it as she usually dkt, but she 
had not been prepared for Mr. Wither not to hnish his 
pudding. 

He can’t stand shocks, and bad news, and quarrels, like 
he used to, poor Arthur, thought Mrs. Wither, sighing 
inside herself. It \i>as unlucky that the girls sh» uld have 
chosen this evening to upset him so. 

But it’s all Mr. Spurrey’s fault though, really It’s too 
bad of him, really it is ; too bad. 

It is difficult to decide just what use Mr. Spurrey was in 
this world, but no one had ever asked themselves .this 
question, because in the respectable and wealthy circles in 
which Mr. Spurrey revolved, people do not ask themselves 
what is the use of a rich bachelor aged seventy-five, of quiet 
habit, occupying a house in Buckingham Square and waited 
upon by five servants. 

True, Mr. Spurrey’s name appeared upon the prospectus 
sheets of a number of rich and reputable companies, but for 
all the work that Mr. Spurrey did for those companies, he 
might as well have been dead. He had no living relatives; 
he was the only son of an only son, and his more distant 
connections had gone long ago. He had no active’ hobbies. 
He pottered about. People were nice to him. Had he lived 
in a savage tribe, Mr. Spurrey would have been buried up to 
his neck in earth and left to die. Savages, we are told, are 
logical creatures except when dealing with their own tabus. 
But people were nice to Mr. Spurrey. 

The world is thronged with such old creatures, without 
beauty, character, brains, who do not breed, who are not 
angels nor monsters nor even warmly human. Yet when 
we hear that one of these old things has a cold, we observe, 
“Poor old chap. It’s this ghastly* weather,” and when wc 
next meet the old body, we ask it how it does, and say that 
we are sorry to hear it has been ill. 

This is one of the unobtAisive gifts to mankind of civiliza- 
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tion, gentlest of the sciences. It seems small : yet if we started 
to be logical about the uses o^the Mr. Spurreys, civilization 
would quietly die. jl 

And it was not easy to be nice to Mr. Spurrey because 
he had a disturbing habit: what he liked best of all was 
frightening people, and when he got alone with someone, 
that was what he always did. 

No sooner had the door closed upon the butler, when 
the liqueurs glowed upon the board or the muffin oozed 
upon its dish, when the fat ash tilted from the cigar or the 
tea was lifted to the eager lip — then did Mr. Spurrey, having 
first seen to it that the fire was drawing nicely and there 
wefe no disturbing draughts, lean forward and, fixing upon 
his victim an eye surprisingly like that of a parrot, lower his 
chin funereally and intone in a low, hoarse voice: 

“Heard a shockin’ thing this morning.’’ 

“Indeed,” or “Is that so?” would feebly reply the victim, 
helpless under the eye, probably with their mouth full of 
muffin. 

“Shockin’,” would repeat Mr. Spurrey. “When I heard 
it — well! Give you my word I could hardly believe it, for 
a minute or two.” 

But he always did believe it; and so, in the end, did the 
victim. For though people under forty might laugh ring- 
ingly at the shocking things heard by Mr. Spurrey about 
Abyssinia and the Means Test, about Hitler and Mussolini, 
and Armaments and Fascism, about Abdication and Spain, 
and the Special Areas and Air Defence — in the end, these 
very scoffers had to recall one morning on seeing the 
newspaper placards or opening their own journal — that 
Mr. Spurrey had been right. Shocking, so shocking that 
when first you heard it you could not believe it was true 
. . . but it was. 

By George, old Spurrey told me that, weeks ago, and I 
laughed at him! 

But old Spurrey did not care whether you laughed at 
him or not; what he liked was frightening people, and by 
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the time the nasty thing had happened and the ^coffe^ was 
convinced, old Spurrey waspusy frightening soiTieone else. 

That is what he had bee\i doing to poor Mr. Wither, 
with the result which the gentle reader hath seen. 

“Was it Mr. Spurrey, dear?” at last inquired Mrs. 
Wither, giving up pretence. 

“Awful things, he told me,” said Mr. Wither hoarsely. 
“Really appalling. I haven’t been to town for some 
months, you fchiow, Emmie, and I had no idea . . 

“I don’t expect it’s true, dear,” said Mrs. Wither. 
“Shall I draw the curtains?” 

She did not hsk what the things were: there was the 
Infirmary Ball coming off the week after next, and sh^did 
not want her anticipatory pleasure spoilt. 

“Oh, yes it is,” said Mr. Wither gloomily. “What 
Spurrey says is always true. Uncanny. Quite uncanny, the 
way he always knows what’s going to happen.” 

“Well, I shouldn’t worry about it if I were you, dear,” 
said Mrs. Wither, who would have advanced this remedy 
from sheer habit if someone had just swallowed poison. 
“I don’t want to bother you when you’re so upset and 
worried, Arthur, but I do wish you could see your way to 
letting Madgie have a dog, dear. It would give her so 
much pleasure, and she wouldn’t worry you any more about 
it if she had one.” 

“It would get distemper.” 

“They don’t have distemper now, dear, Madge says; 
they get canine hysteria, I think she called it, instead.” 

“Worse,^’^ muttered Wither. “Much worse.” 

“Oh no, dear. Not so infectious — and Saxon could 
nurse it if it did.” 

“Spurrey was much impressed with Saxon,” Mr. Wither 
roused himself, speaking a shade less gloomily. “Said 
what a smart boy he was, and how well he drove. He’s 
very dissatisfied with his own man. Says he’s getting 
old.” 

“Well, so is Mr. Spurfey; I thought he looked very old 
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this afternoon,” said Mrs. Wither I should 

think his memory’s failing andi^q^agine^hings.” 

“Nonsense. Sound as I am/* 

“Well, dear . . . about Madgie’s dog. Don’t you think 
you could let her have it? She’s such a good girl.” 

Silence. Mr. W’ither gazed gloomily at his feet, which 
he could not see because the room was in darkness. 

“Couldn’t you, Arthur?” 

“Madge has everything she wants,” he said at last. 
“A good home, pocket money, liberty. I never interfere 
with her playing all those games, though I’m sure they 
can’t be good for her.” 

Mrs. Wither sighed. She knew, as a woman and a 
mother, that the splendours enumerated by Mr. Wither 
were not enough. What Madge needed was something to 
love. But it never entered her head to tell her husband so. 
Not only would he not have understood, but it would have 
been the kind of thing that one does not say. There were 
ever so many things like that ; most things, in fact. 

There was another long pause. The sound of gay distant 
music somewhere across the valley floated into the dark 
room, making Mrs. Wither feel depressed. She shivered. 

“I suppose she can have it,” said Mr. Wither grudgingly, 
“but tell her that the first time I find it in the house it must 
be destroyed.” 

“Yes, of course, dear; I will make that quite clear to 
Madge, and I am sure that she will see it never does come 
in.” 

But she did not feel at all sure. 

Her heart sank at the prospect of agitating scenes, with 
Madge rushing the dog out through the french windows 
as Mr. Wither came in through the door, of the dog being 
smuggled up to Madge’s bedroon) and Mr. Wither tripping 
over gnawed bones in the bathroom, of slippers destroyed 
and pools in prominent positions where Mr. Wither would 
be sure to see them on his way to luncheon, of vets’ bills 
and bills for dead chickens, of M&dge in hysterics because 
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her father had decreed tha<J the dog must die, t)f barking 
fits at three in the morning, and possibly batches of puppies 
twice a year. ^ 

“It is good of you, dear; I do appreciate ii so. And 
now do come into the drawing-room; it’s quite chilly in 
here. I shall tell Fawcuss to bring you a glass < f port.” 

‘tl’m just coming; only going to draw the curtains. 
I don’t want anything.” 

Nevertheless, as he moved slowly into the drawing-room 
he thought with pleasure of the taste of port, and when the 
surprised Fawcuss brought some in, on an old glass tray 
that had belonged to his father, he said, “Ah, thank you, 
Fawcuss,” and sipped it with an increase of comfort. 7 
Emmie’s a good wife to me, a very good wife, suddenly 
thought Mr. Wither. And then, like a cold wind — What 
shall I do when she’s gone? 



CHAPTER VIII 


S AXON slept at his home. It was only a twenty-minute 
walk through the wood from the cross-roads to The 
Eagles, and Mr. Wither saw no reason why Saxon should 
occupy a good bedroom, burning good electric light and 
eating a good breakfast under his employer’s roof in 
addition to earning a hundred pounds a year. A few days 
aftCf Tina had got her father’s permission to have driving 
lessons Saxon was lying awake in the early morning, in 
his room. 

It looked over the wood: he could see the tops of the 
beeches from where he lay, his arms behind his head, 
covered in coarse and worn but very clean bed linen. He 
wore flannel pyjamas in the same state as the bedclothes; 
the whole room had this look of poverty and fierce clean- 
liness: even the windows flung back the early sunlight 
like sheets of crystal. 

He never slept well ; he had not done so since he was a 
little boy. Too much (he supposed) went on in his head. 
People whom he called Fatbottoms slept all night, without 
ever planning what they were going to do the next day, 
and deciding the most efficient and quickest way to do 
it. At present he was sleeping worse than usual because 
he was worried. He was beginning to get sick of his job at 
The Eagles, and wanting to leave it, yet he had no prospect 
of any other. If he left The Eagles it must be to go to 
a better job, even if it was only a little better. He would 
not take a worse one ; he would sooner stay where he was. 
Yet he was nearly twenty-three and he had been at The 
Eagles six months ; it was high time that he made a move. 
He had learned everything that there was to be learned 
about driving and repairing Nfr. Wither’s make of car; 
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now he needed more difficult, responsible, and better- 
paid work. \ 

The men at the filling-stat^bn where he had picked up 
his knowledge of cars and learned to drive had often asked 
him why he did not try for a job in Stanton, the fas hionable 
and exclusive seaside town some twenty miles from Chester- 
bourQe; There were lots of rich people there with . ars who 
might give him a trial, the men said. Even Cheste rboume, 
one-horse hole though it was, had a professic»nal and 
prosperous class that ran cars and chauffeurs; suiely any- 
thing would be better than working for old Wither, a smart 
young feller like you. 

But Saxon did not want to leave Sible Pelden ; he wanted 
to show all the people there, who remembered him as a 
ragged boy running about the countryside with a dirty 
home and a drunken father, that he was getting along fine 
these days, in a smart uniform, earning a good salary and 
putting a bit by for a rainy day. If he went even so far as 
Stanton to look for another job, no one would know him, 
or see that he was making good ; if he went to London, he 
would be just about lost, like a pin in the gutter ; London 
was such a huge great place. He had driven the old boy 
up to London once or twice; and though he knew how big 
London was, and could even remember figures (for he read 
his newspaper every day with serious concentration) about 
its population and growth, it had proper surprised him; 
it went on for such a long time, and that time was only a 
little bit of it. No, he wouldn’t try London just yet. Later 
on, perhaps. First he would show all the Fatbottoms who 
had been at school with him that he was going right ahead, 
and getting a better job each time he changed. 

But there were no better jobs to be had round Sible 
Pelden. Mr. Spring’s chauffeur. Colonel Phillips's chauffeur. 
Sir Henry Maxwell’s chauffeur wece all married men with 
families, well dug in, who dared not die or try to get work 
elsewhere. 

There’s nothing doing rodnd here, he thought, staring up 
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at the still, hazy sky of earlv morning, with his cool grey 
eyes. / 

Tina’s imagination and senses had not been seduced by 
a pair of fine shoulders on a lout. Saxon was that rarity, 
a beautiful young man without a trace of effeminacy. 
Beauty in peasants is usually spoiled, in the judgment of 
non-peasants, by coarseness of texture in hair and, skin, 
but Saxon’s hair and skin were fine, like those of the 
mother who had passed them on to him, and neither his 
manners nor voice were coarse. His ambition and his 
impatient hatred of his dirty home and sodden father 
seemed to have given a fineness to his nature that showed 
in his body. His beauty first struck the glance, but what 
held it^ so that it returned again to his face with pleasure, 
was his air of confidence, of knowing what he wanted and 
being sure of the way to get it; in short, character. His 
mind moved in one piece, practically and realistically, and 
this gave him a look of calm that was attractive. Men said 
he was a cool hand, and women, after the talkies had been 
for some years in Chesterbourne, said that he was fresh. 
Cool and fresh: the adjectives apply to so few human 
beings that it is not surprising Tina found his image haunting 
her heart. 

His good looks, and the memory that his father had once 
been a respectable, comfortably-off miller with land, gave 
him a feeling of superiority towards the hobbledehoys he 
led as a youth ; he despised them while he ran with them, 
and this made his father’s gradual decline from decency 
and his beastly death sink the deeper into his son's mind. 
Saxon had never been popular in the village ; and when his 
father died and there was no money to pay the debts and 
theCakers had had to move into a squalid cottage, the Sible 
Pelden people were more interested and J-toId-you-soish 
than kind. Mrs. Caker alternately grumbled and joked 
about her miserable poverty, and Sible Pelden did not like 
either attitude. The decent country women suspected her 
for being pretty, for being dirty, for buying diamond hair- 
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slides, for reminding them thpt her husband used to have 
his own mill ; and the men, w aile they admitted that Saxon 
was deft, intelligent and hard-\Vorking, disliked his tuck-up 
ways. Some people said that it was a credit the wa j he had 
got himself on, dropped his loutish hangings-abo t at the 
cross-roads and found a job, but these were n< t many. 
Mos^of Sible Pelden said that he was a proper sv oil-head, 
adding that he would leave his mother next thint as sure 
as they were standing there, because she shamed r im with 
her slujnjicky ways. 

These were the Fatbottoms, the people Saxon wanted to 
“show,” by getting better and better jobs. 

But he was so much a country boy, so soaked and 
coloured by the atmosphere of those few square miles of 
Essex wherein he had always lived, that he could not 
strongly feel the pull of a wider world. He read about it in 
his newspaper and saw it on the pictures, but he had not 
yet felt it as a real place. His real place was Sible Pelden. 
He knew, with his cool common sense, thal if he really 
wanted to get on he must leave the place and try for work 
where work was to be had, but there was a part of his 
nature that was not cool, and was still so young that it 
wanted to show off in front of old, contemptuous neigh- 
bours. This joined with his unconscious feeling that Sible 
Pelden was home, and kept him there. 

He knew that he had this narrow streak of imprudence: 
he called it ”Ietting-go” and blamed his dead father for it. 
It made him do silly things sometimes; like smiling at girls 
in the street or at Miss Tina, or at Mrs. Theodore, as he had 
smiled the other day, out in the yard. 

Bang! on his door. 

“Saxon! Here’s yer tea.” 

“Thanks, Mum.” 

He got out of bed and took in*the tea; his mother was 
already half-way down the narrow stairs. No tea was 
slopped in the saucer. So she had come to her senses about 
that, had she? He, who was neat as a cat, had once ticked 
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her off for bringing up his fea slopped in the saucer, and 
ever since that day, weeks figo, it had come up with the 
cup swimming . ' 

Now she had come round; so she could have that half- 
crown put back on her week’s money. 

She don’t like me much, he thought, pulling off his pyjamas 
and putting them over the bed to air. She liked Cfs best. 

Cis had died during their third horrible winter in the 
cottage, at eight years old, because she could not get enough 
warmth and food: and because Mrs. Caker, telling the 
more prosperous neighbours about Cis’s illness in her 
grumbling voice with her eyes touched by laughter, did not 
make Cis sound as ill as she really was. Cis was a great 
one fo^ a Joke too : she was laughing a few hours before 
she died, while the doctor, fetched by Saxon, bent over her 
and said something funny. 

Bad to remember. I’ll show them. He began to splash 
in cold water; he would shave downstairs. 

His mother was proud of his good looks, because he got 
them from her, and she grumblingly admired the way he 
had got on, telling him that he was a proper con\ic and as 
artful as a wagon-load of monkeys, but they sometimes had 
terrible rows because he hated her dirty ways. He hated, 
too, with the distaste of the unawakened, her easy attraction 
for every man she met. It made him embarrassed and 
ashamed. 

He sometimes took a Chesterbourne girl to the pictures 
and kissed her good night for a quarter of an hour, but he 
had no regular girl, and had never got beyond kissing his 
irregular ones. What he liked was ladies; not ladies like 
Mrs. Theodore who had worked in a shop and was therefore 
not a lady at all, but ladies like those who stayed over at 
Spring’s, who filled their lives with unknown and therefore 
romantic activities. He'admired them because they had no 
need to work, and because they had a good time. He was 
not envious of them nor of die wealthy people in the 
neighbourhood, because he was coolly determined that he 
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would one day be wealthy hirjiself. He had not yei planned 
in detail how this wealth wa;*. to be gained, but his whole 
nature was set upon gaining -it; and showing it, when he 
had got it, to the Fatbottoins of Sible Pelden. 

Meanwhile it was a satisfactory start to have learned 
to keep himself and his room clean, to read th* papers, 
steei-^clear of tarts, not talk Fssex, and thorough ^ under- 
stand the management and running repairs o’ a 1930 
Austin saloon. 

All the same (fastening a suspender) I wish I’d got a 
man-sized job. I his one's getting me down, and Fni starting 
to let-go. That smiling at Miss Tina, the other day, that 
Wtis a fair let-go and a damn silly one too. Might have ^t 
me the sack, if she'd taken it the wrong way, and I only 
did it because it was a lovely morning, and I felt good, and 
she used to be such a pretty little thing. As for Mrs. 
Theodore, she’s only a kid. That wasn’t like giving a lady 
the comc-hither. She wouldn’t say anything, Mrs. Theodore 
wouldn’t. Besides, she's been married. She’s a pretty little 
thing, too. Must be dull for her, up there. Dull — ^jeeze! 
Is it dull or is it dull! 

The young men of Chesterbourne had taken this rhetorica l 
demand to their hearts, as had the young women; it would 
not be too much to say that it was heard everywhere. 
Am 1 hot or am I hot? Do I want a coffee or do 1 want a 
coffee? Was that rain or was it rain? Their elders said 
that they could not see anything in this silly way of talking. 
It didn’t, said the elders pathetically, make sense. 

I must get a better job, thought Saxon, running lightly 
downstairs with his waisted jacket over one arm, but he 
did not think it dramatically or tragically; he thought it 
with impatient common sense. Neither he nor his mother 
were tragic people; tragedy overtook them, but it did not 
deepen their natures, because it found no answer therein. 
The long-drawn tragedy of his father’s life had made 
Saxon, not bitter and humiliated, but self-respecting and 
ambitious. 
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It would seem that Tina’s^^good taste in dress extended 
to her taste in young men, vthough it is doubtful if this 
would have been Mr. Withef ’s first thought, had someone 
said to him, “Your youngest daughter is falling in love 
with the chauffeur.” 

She herself thought that she was interested in Saxon 
only because there were no young men of her own- class 
and fortune in the neighbourhood with whom to fall 
in love. If there had been a flock of nice, good, comely 
bachelors earning enough to keep a wife, with whom she 
could have danced and played tennis, Tina (who was rather 
a coward, though she was trying hard not to be, with the 
hteJp of Selene^s Daughters) told herself that she would 
never have been so reckless as to be attracted by the 
portionless and peasant Saxon. Her senses might have 
been stirred by his beauty, but her common sense and her 
self-respect would have soon sat on that. 

But there were no men: there were just no what-you- 
would-call-really men at all, and her common sense, like 
all her other senses, was silently starving. Much chance it 
has of sitting on the others! she thought bitterly. 

There were men, of course, but they were darkly thought 
of by Tina as No Use. Colonel Phillips was sixty-odd and 
very married. Sir Henry Maxwell was fifty-odd and run by 
his mother, the rabble of three or four boys just down from, or 
going up to, the Universities never stopped zooming past in 
noisy sports cars, so that it was impossible to imagine any 
of them troubling to climb out of the car and propose; 
and to them Tina seemed very old; she was not the type 
boys fall in love with. 

There was Victor Spring, of course, dazzlingly eligible: 
too eligible. It was hideously clear that the first thought of 
any unmarried woman on meeting Victor Spring must be, 
in the old song’s words : • 

“Oh, what a prize you are. 

Oh, if I only had you!” 
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and that was enough to makS any sensitive womi n shrink 
from Victor Spring as though he were the local le; *er. Not 
that they got much chance to shrink, for he sel-om saw 
any of them. When he took women about, they we e Phyllis 
Barlow or other stunners from London, who shot ike stars 
down the humble familiar lanes by his side in hi big car. 
He u^ed Sible Pelden, it was dimly felt, like an ho el. Bed, 
breakfast; but out and away all day on exciting ai d expen- 
sive activities at which the neighbourhood could oi ly guess. 

And even now, as Victor Spring lay in bed at a caarter to 
eight on this May morning, propped on his elbow while he 
sleepily gulped very hot tea, he was planning to see even 
less of Sible Pelden. He had a service-room in town wb/eTe 
he could change and sleep if, as he often did, he wanted to 
spend a night in London; and he thought it would be a 
good idea if he had a whole flat. He was getting dissatisfied 
with Grassmere. The old place was all right, he supposed, 
pretty good in the summer when he could use the river and 
get his tennis; but it was a long way from London. It tied 
him. His mother, of course, never asked him about his 
movements unless they had people staying there ; it was not 
she who tied him, but the thought at the back of his mind 
that he lived in the country. It was a nuisance. After all 
they had lived at Grassmere for nearly thirty years; it was 
time they made a move. 

One of those new flats in Buckingham Square that were 
running up on the site of Buckingham House would be the 
thing ; they were not finished yet, but three-quarters of them 
were already let. They were expensive. Let them be; 
something must be done with the money his interests were 
coining; and a man must have a place he could ask people 
to; people must be entertained and impressed. 

Grassmere, though large and comfortable, was not 
impressive to the moneyed eye, and Victor vaguely felt it. 
A family cannot live in a house for thirty years, even if 
that house is kept in perfect repair and solid luxury, without 
giving to their mansion an air of domestic comfort and 
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Stability which is not foiind|! impressive by the moneyed 
eye. 

What the M.E. likes is soniething very new. staggeringly 
expensive and just a shade precarious; not enough to scare 
off the M.E., but enough to hint that here is so much 
money that it must have been raked oil a dirty deal into 
which the M.E. may have a chance oT muscling. The M.E. 
prefers a place to look like a blend of a bar and a luxury 
liner, and that was the sort of a place Victor was thinking 
about having. 

But the disappointing truth is that this young god's own 
tastes were not exotic. The very fact that he was only now 
planning to live in chromium luxury in London, at the a^e 
of twenty-nine and after some live years of enjoying a 
steadily increasing income, proves how well content he was 
with old Grassmere. He liked all the things his City friends 
liked; speed, women, spirits, golf, tips, scandal and smut, 
but he liked them in a non-tlashy way because there was no 
flash in his nature. His father had been born in Derbyshire 
and his mother in Hampshire, and from both those places 
the Levant is a long, long way. 

He now began leisurely to get up, while his thoughts 
walked practically about in his head. He outlined some 
letters that he would dictate that morning ; and fell irritation 
against General Franco and the Spanish Government because 
their civil war was hitting some interests that he had in a 
new line of small ships built for luxury cruising; then he 
wondered if he should advise his fellow-directors to lend 
money to a dubious company that wanted (ignoring the 
shrieks of the helpless residents) to build a pier and Amuse- 
ment Park on to a seaside town in Dorset. He reminded 
himself to tell his secretary to change the two biscuits 
provided every day for his tea because he disliked coco- 
nut; and decided he would drive out that afternoon 
to look at a Victorian mansion near Hatfield, which his 
co-directors wanted to buy and pull down. On the site 
they would build a swimming-pool. When in doubt, build 
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a swimming-pool, was their ny)tto. But he must see the site 
for himself. 

It is no wonder that Victor had at the back of his mind 
a vague irritation about the inconveniences of living in 
the country, for the Spring Developments Associa. on Ltd., 
was gaily destroying the country, at the rate of sor e square 
milcs» a month; his irritation may have been tin country 
getting back at him. He had no conscious scriij' es about 
the way he made his money: when artists and ancientry 
with one foot in the furnace attacked his company and 
others like it by threatening him with the dreaded secret 
police of the S.P.R.E. and the National Trust gang, he 
retorted that business was business and meant it Yet lic 
came of country stock, he was country born and bfesi , 
and perhaps his discontent with life in the country was 
actually a dim sense of guilt. If he went to live in London, 
he w ould not see the bungalows built by his company outside 
Bracing Bay creeping across the quiet and beautiful lands 
between Sible Peldcn and the sea. 

Anyhow, Til drop in at Buckingham Square and look at 
those flats on the way back from Hatfield, he thought, 
knotting a thick pale grey tie. 

All his clothes were carefully thought out and perfectly 
executed, and gave the impression that it was not possible 
for any sane person to dress in any other way. He spent a 
good deal of money on his clothes, because he had so many 
activities and it was necessary to wear the correct clothes 
while doing any one of them, even while doing nothing, 
and none of the clothes, of course, were interuseable. It 
was not possible to wear the golfing clothes for walking, 
or the punting clothes for tennis. 

His clothes gave him quite two-thirds of his efficient, 
sophisticated and summing-up manner, which some people 
found alarming and women found attractive. No one saw 
Victor naked, except the masseur at his Turkish baths and 
certain obscure persons u^on whom he chose to bestow 
that honour ; and the masseur had no thoughts except that 
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Mr. Spring was in very good\shape, while the thoughts of 
the other persons are not relevant to this story ; but it may 
be said that Victor, naked, looked simple, warm-natured 
and kind, which (except when anyone missed a train or 
neglected to prune the roses) is exactly what he was. 

The idea of a flat in town made him think of Phyl as he 
stood staring out of the window, softly whistling -and 
clappering his hair with two brushes. 

Old Phyl. What a dazzler she was, easy on the eye, the 
top, the smoothest thing yet. He reminded himself how 
much he liked kissing her, firmly pushing to the back of his 
mind a suspicion that she did not quite so much like 
kifising him. She was a sport, who never whined if she lost a 
game. But dammit, she hardly ever did lose. At least, she 
lost quite'‘often to him but he had to go all out to prevent her 
winning. He did not like that. He liked ,a good fight with 
a man, but that was different. Phyl nevdr seemed to tire, 
she might be made of steel. A woman oughtn’t to be like 
that. It was linfem — no, that’s absurd of course: sounds 
like old Phillips. But a man doesn’t like a woman to — oh 
well, I suppose some men don’t mind it, but I do, and she 
isn’t going to wear me for a mascot when we’re married, 
so the sooner that gets home the better. 

I suppose we’d better get things fixed up definitely this 
summer. There’ll be the Bracing Bay business to get going 
in the autumn and I shan’t have time for that and getting 
married. Get engaged in July, and married early in 
September. 

Through his mind drifted the phrase, “Oh, god, the 
whole ruddy works,” but it never occurred to him that a 
wedding need not have the whole ruddy works. All his 
friends had groaned; but their weddings had been huge, 
gorgeous, reverberating, barbaric feasts. That was the only 
way of getting married. Besides, Phyl would expect it. 

None of Victor’s set said that so-and-so was “in love”; 
they said he was^^az^about, had^ fallen for, or was making 
heavy passes, aTT^tSmeone. He* vaguely supposed that 
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he te ilike that about Phyl^ but what he felt vhen with 
her was that mingling of irritation, admiration, and deter- 
mination that she should not master him, that he had 
felt when he was sixteen and she a composed, elegant dark 
child of eleven. 

Oh, it’ll be all right when we’re married, 
slowly pulled on his jacket. 

All I know is, I keep on putting off this bus ness with 
Phyl, and that isn’t like me; 1 might try to get things fixed 
up with her when she comes down for the Inf rnal Ball 
(this was the name given by the local frivols to the Infirm- 
ary’s yearly benefit). She’s starting to get under my skin. 

• He went downstairs whistling. 

She got under his skin like a spike of summer gras^, he 
compared her to steel, and swore that he would not be her 
mascot. Admirable antagonism! Just what the late D. H. 
Lawrence, of whom Victor had not heard, would have 
ordered. 

Half a mile away across the valley, Tina lay musing with 
arms behind her head, her large sad brown eyes staring 
through the open window. She looked prettier in bed than 
she did when dressed, because her nightgowns were softer 
in design than she permitted her day clothes to be; they 
were always white, decorated with narrow red or green 
ribbons. No one cared much how Tina looked, so she 
dressed to please herself. 

Thoughts, quietly sad as she imagined the thoughts of the 
old must be, rose uselessly in her mind. They were all 
familiar to her, like worn paths; she experienced anger 
and boredom even while the well-known train unfolded. 
For so many years she had lain awake on spring mornings, 
while tea cooled on her little black lacquer bedside table, 
gazing through the curtains the maid had just pulled apart 
at the changing sky! Ten years ago there had been painful 
weeks when she waited in hope, her heart banging violently, 
for letters; and when they* came she read into their friendly 
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sentences meanings that were itot there, and she had known, 
with her common sense, that they were not there, but had 
tried to deceive herself because she was so hungry to feel! 

Other women — (oh, that path! it was very worn) — other 
women loved their families, or had their work. I did try 
to have a career; but a career just wouldn’t have me. And 
I don’t really see (another very worn path) why one should 
love one’s relations just because they are one’s relations. 

We’ve never been a united family, that’s all. 1 suppose 
Mother and Father didn’t love each other properly or 
something; there doesn’t seem to be much love between all 
of us, anyway. I wish there was. 

.UVe don’t attract people, either, v./ 

F^or a little while her thoughts played with the half- 
forgotten pictures of men she had known at the Art School, 
who had told her she was charming or kissed her. Five 
tin\es. Five men had kissed her. Well, six; only young 
Farquhar was drunk : I suppose that doesn’t really count, 
if one’s honest. 

I wonder why (this path was so worn that she turned 
from it, in sick impatience, even as the thought came up) 
I’ve never had anyone in love with me? Other women do, 
not half as nice-looking as I am. 

Of course, I’ve always wanted love very much; real love, 
for keeps, not just an affair, and I’m sure that puts men off. 
They hate you to be serious. 

While she lay there with these old worn thoughts coming 
obediently into her mind, called there by habit and 'the 
familiar quiet of early morning, she was aware that at the 
back of her mind there was another thought that was not 
at all stale, but so fresh that it was nearly a feeling, with 
all a feeling’s delicious power to kill thought. She had not 
yet told Saxon that he was to teach her driving, and this 
morning she would speak to him about it. 

Tina had stopped trying to be honest with herself, put 
Selene's Daughters away in a drawer, and decided to be — 
not honest perhaps — but certainly sensible. Goodness and 
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Doctor Irene Hartmliller only knew where she would end 
up, if she went on trying to be honest. Besides, Jhere is a 
point at which honesty with oneself can become the mother 
to a wish ; and she dimly felt this. 

I’ve been too heavy, as usual, about the whole ining, she 
decided, sitting up in bed with soft lifeless br^ wn hair 
falling against her thin cheeks. Just take it as a matter of 
course. Naturally I find him good to look at — stuck down 
here (thought Tina, vigorously common-sensible) without 
a man in sight for miles. She yawned, stretching. 

Probably when I start the actual driving it’ll be such fun 
that I’ll stop being thrilled (deliberately she used the 
cheapened word, because she wanted to cheapen her 
emotion) about Saxon, and turn into a car-maniac. 

She got energetically out of bed, ignoring the little voice 
inside her head that suddenly, with the driest possible 
intonation, observed. But I think not. 



CHAPTER IX 


W HAT a scene of unharnessed libido there was ki the 
courtyard of The Eagles about eleven o’clock that 
morning! Tina, sauntering out to have her little talk with 
Saxon, met Madge coming back from Colonel Phillips’s, 
followed by a fat, big-pawed, panting lump with a fondant- 
pink tongue; the Sealyham puppy. Madge’s face was 
siining with pleasure and excitement, but she was tryrng 
to look severe because the dog must be made to realize, 
from her first hour as its owner, that she meant what she 
said ; and she was now trying to make him follow her across 
the yard. 

“Is that him? What a pet!” exclaimed Tina, her own 
eyes bright tvith happiness. It was such an exquisite 
morning! She wanted to be off, away, flying through the 
thin blue air : and round at the side of the car, cleaning it 
after a dismal expedition yesterday with Mr. Wither into 
Chesterbourne, was Saxon, smiling at the puppy and trying 
to look correct and get on with his work all at once. 

“Don’t talk to him now, please,’’ said Madge quickly, 
as Tina stopped and held out a finger which the puppy was 
only too delighted to bite. “It’s frightfully important to 
begin training them from the very first moment you have 
them, and I do want him to be decently trained; a badly 
behaved dog isK^gas^, I think.’’ 

She rammed herlists deeper into her tweed pockets and, 
standing with her legs slightly apart, called in a low, care- 
fully controlled voice: “Come here.” 

The puppy lumbered off and smelled Saxon. 

“Come here,” repeated Madge. The puppy lumbered off 
and smelled Tina. 

“Come here.” * 
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“Bless him! He’s nothing But a wuzzer,” protested Tina, 
laughing. “Come and kiss your Aunt Tina, thfn.” She 
lifted him up. 

“Oh, don’t do that, please, Tina,” said her sister urgently, 
“he must learn to come when I call, and he’ll never get the 
idea if you keep on distracting his attention. Put him 
dowh, please.” 

Tina pyt him down. 

“Come here,” said Madge, in the same quiet, irrm tone, 
and this time the puppy strolled over to her anvi smelled 
her brogues. 

“There!” radiantly, “he’ll soop learn. It does pay to 
persevere with them.” She bent'^and gave the puppy pat 
short, controlled pat, “GooS dog.” 

“What are you going to call him?” 

“Polo.” 

“What?” 

“Polo.” 

“Polo the Game, or just Polo?” 

“Don’t be an ass, Tina,” laughed Madge good-naturedly, 
“you couldn’t call a dog Polo the Game. Just Polo, of 
course. I think it’s rather neat myself. One gets so sick 
of Jerrys and Whiskys and Pats.” 

She went off to Polo’s large new kennel, standing as near 
to the back door as she could put it, and began to instruct 
him how to get into it, in what Tina foresaw was going to 
be her Polo-vcicc. 

Nice to see poor old Madge so happy, thought Tina, 
strolling over to the car. It’s pathetic, of course, that a 
puppy can make her look ten years younger and as pleased 
as a child, but she doesn’t know it’s pathetic, so that 
doesn’t matter. 

She herself felt easy and cheerful; her intense mood of 
the early morning had vanished. When Saxon stopped 
polishing as she approached, and stood upright, respectful 
and inquiring, she looked, at him without even the faintest 
shock of emotion and said pleasantly: 
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“Oh, good morning, SaxoVi. I want you to teach me to 
drive. Can you fit that in, do you think, with your work 
and the garden and everything?” 

“Oh yes. Madam,” said he, looking nothing but correct. 
His voice was pleasing; he neither spoke Essex nor tried 
to talk like gentry. It was just a naturally nice voice that 
would have been attractive in any young man, and 'Tina 
did not realize how anxiously she had been waiting to see 
if it really were as nice as she, in one or two humiliating 
reveries, had believed it to be. 

“Good. Well, can we have the first lesson soon, please? 
It’s such lovely weather now, and later on it may get hot 
and dusty and I hate motoring in the dust.” 

How true all this was, how sensible and practical! 
Things were going quite normally ; they could not be going 
better. My. trm love hath my heart and I have his suddenly 
said that little voice in her head, as she looked calmly into 
Saxon’s calm grey eyes. Shut up, Tina told it fiercely, 
thafs pure hysteria and doesn't mean a thing. 

“Yes, Madam, it does get dusty later on. Would you 
like a lesson this morning. Madam? I’ve nearly finished 
cleaning the car, and perhaps I could just show you how 
it works.” 

His respectful but easy voice was quietly taking charge 
of the situation, and Tina did not like that much, because 
she wanted to feel that she was managing the affair, but she 
could not bear, after this little talk with him, to re-enter 
the chilly quiet house and watch the cloud shadows for the 
rest of the day while she buffed her nails and wondered what 
in heaven she should do about that little voice in her head, 
so she answered : 

“Yes, that’s a good idea. I’ll come back in fifteen 
minutes, then.” 

“Very good, Madam.’’ 

Tina walked competently across the yard and into the 
house, feeling efficient and briskly serious. It would be 
useful to know how to drive, one never knew when a 
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knowledge of driving might ciome in handy. It’s liigh time 
I did learn, really, she thought as she went upsta rs to her 
room. I ought to have learned years ago, only somehow 
— (no . . . her thoughts sheered away like a flock of 
frightened sheep) I was just lazy, I suppose. 

Downstairs, dawdling through the sunlight and looking 
only half-awake came another lazy one, her silly f^ut rather 
sweet sister-in-law, with an open novel in her hand. A 
pang went through Tina; dawdle, idle, be sil y as she 
might, how young she was! 

“Where are you flying off to?” inquired Viola, rather 
sulkily; few sights are more annoying when we feel lazy 
than that of somebody bounding upstairs. ^ 

“Just going to have a driving lesson,” over her shoulder 
as she went into her room. 

“Oh, who with? Saxon?” Viola followed her in and 
plomped on the bed, a habit of hers that Tina disliked. 
She nodded. She knew, in a fury of impatience and dis- 
may, that Viola would say, “Oo, can I comd too?” 

‘‘Oo, can I come, too?” said Viola. 

“No, you can’t,” pronounced her sister-in-law lightly, 
summoning her extra fifteen years of experience and firmly 
grasping the situation. “I’m serious about it; 1 really do 
want to learn, and if you’re at the back, breathing down my 
neck and giving me advice, I shan’t be able to concentrate.” 

Pause. Tina put on her beret. 

“Oh, all right,” said Viola amiably, getting up. She 
added, going slap into the heart of the situation with 
devastating simplicity, “I don’t want to butt in.” 

“Butt in?” repeated Tina, pulling on her gloves, and 
trying to be haughty. “My dear child, it isn’t a question 
of ” 

But the mildly inquiring look on Viola’s face, with just 
the hint of a laugh in the eyes, ‘defeated her. She giggled 
angrily, shook her fist, and went quickly out of the room. 

It was delightful to be teased about Saxon I She ran down- 
stairs singing. How easy life was if you took it lightly! 
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Viola stood by the bed, a little forlornly. 

It did not occur to her primitive mind that Tina could 
want to learn to drive the car for any other reason than to 
be near Saxon. No one had taught Viola that ladies did 
not fall in love with chauffeurs. Had she asked Miss Catty- 
man, Miss Cattyman would have said that some ladies did; 
there was that awful case in the papers ; and the aunts w6uld 
have said that of course ladies, real ladies, didn’t. But her 
father, that romantic whose irritable yet rose-coloured view 
of life had coloured her own childish outlook, would have 
pointed out what a lot of ladies in Shakespeare’s plays had 
fallen in love, quite uninvited, with the most unsuitable 
and surprising people: and Viola went by what her father 
would haye said. It seemed to her quite funny, natural and 
exciting that Tina should be keen on Saxon. 

She had felt, for weeks, Tina’s interest in Saxon floating 
between herself and her sister-in-law every time his name 
was mentioned. Her feeling was vague but strong: when 
Tina admitted* by her laugh and her shaken fist, that she 
wanted to be alone with Saxon, Viola experienced no 
surprise; she felt that she had known for weeks how 
Tina felt 

But Tina’s happiness made her feel both lonely and sad. 

After all, she thought, going slowly downstairs, she has 
got Saxon on the spot, and she can see him and be with 
him and .that’s something; it isn’t like having absolutely 
no one, and the only person you’re at all keen on being 
frightfully rich and having a gorgeous time and engaged, 
I expect, to someone simply marvellous, like a film star. 

She stopped at the back staircase that led down into the 
yard. 

“Come here,’’ floated up a low, controlled voice. “Polo. 
Polo, come here.’’ 

This glided off Viola’s mind without interesting her : she 
was not inquisitive. I’ll go out the front way, she thought, 
in case Tina’s down there with him. I don’t want to make 
her laugh. 
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Love, in Viola’s opinion, a matter for gigi';les. Her 
practical experience of it had never made “mnt to 
giggle, but it made Shirley giggle, and The Crowd ♦ n public, 
at least), and here was Tina, giggling like the rest It was a 
matter of pride to giggle. Don’t let it Get Y<'U' Down, 
The Crowd earnestly advised any one of its men bets who 
might be in love — rather as though Love were an all-in 
wrestler with a lot of patent holds which it was th e victim’s 
job to dodge. 

But Viola herself did not feel like giggling. 

“I’ll go for a walk in the wood,’’ she decided, and tip- 
toed past Mr. Wither’s den and out through the front door. 

’ She saw the car’s glossy backside just dwindling dowatlrtT 
road, and waited until it was out of sight ; then she wandered 
off into the wood with her hands in her pockets, thinking 
that she only had five pounds of her money left and wonder- 
ing if, when that should Jbe gone, she dare ask Mr. Wither 
for some more. 

Tina sat beside Saxon in silence. She was having her 
desire. On either side the blossoming trees went by, and the 
road ran ahead, and she breathed the air of late spring, 
while she saw, without looking, his hands on the wheel 
and his profile against the green woods. She felt so peaceful 
and content that she did not want to begin the driving 
lesson ; she wanted to move like this for ever, as though he 
and she were two lovers in a gondola. I’m glad I’ve known 
him for such a long time ; it’s not like being with a stranger ; 
after all, it’s only little Saxon who I used to see swinging 
on gates and forgetting to shut them on purpose ; and I’ve 
lived here for so long, too /. . that’s why everything’s so 
peaceful. I’m sure love is calm, not violent and frightening. 
Like a dove there sailed into her mind : 

"'And with the morn those Angel faces smile. 

That I have loved long since, and lost awhile^ 

Doctor Irene would have a lot to say about that. I’m sure. 
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People are so clever. • 

Saxon slowed the car, braked, and turned respectfully to 
her. The lane was very quiet, as the nasty noise of the 
engine died away. 

“Would you like me to explain how it works. Madam?” 

“Please.” Tina leaned back comfortably and turned 
upon him an alert intelligent expression, but he was‘ not 
looking at her. If there was the dimmest feeling at the 
back of his mind that Miss Tina did not seriously want to 
learn how the Austin worked, he repressed that feeling and 
set himself to show her ; for he might be mistaken, and that 
would be a nice letting-go, that would, getting fresh with 
Miss Tina. The Push with no reference, that’s what that 
would mean. 

All the same, he was flattered that she wanted him to 
teach her. The Old Boy could have done it just as well, 
really . . . only no one in their right mind ’ud want to 
learn anything off — from — him. 

So he began to explain very clearly how the Austin 
worked, beginning with the bit about the gears, for he took 
it for granted that his pupil only wanted to know how to 
make the thing move, not how it was that it moved at all. 
When he said, “How it works,” he meant “How you 
work it.” He decided that she could be told about the 
engine later on. 

“There’s a lot to remember, isn’t there?” said Tina, 
presently, but more for something to say than because she 
meant it. 

“There is at first. Madam, but you’ll find it comes 
suddenly. They say learning the piano’s just the same, 
and the typewriter.” 

In fact, she found little difficulty in concentrating on 
what he was saying and remembering it, so that when he 
mentioned third gear ' she knew, without stopping 
to think, what he meant. Her brain as a young woman 
had been quick and intelligent and a good memory had 
helped it. She was not a fuzzy person like Viola ; had she 
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been, she might have married, for the distressing truth is 
that the fuzzies usually do; men like them. Sht had kept 
her brain exercised by reading heavyish books, which might 
not always be truly wise but at least were not those merin- 
gues of the intellect, those mental brandies-and-sodas — 
novels. 

And she tried hard now to concentrate upo : what he 
said, because she was frightened by the mood of dreamy 
contentment that had fallen over her like the t.iys of the 
sun, shining high, so high that it was lost in its own light 
above the summer landscape of Essex. She v:ould feel 
magic in the quiet spring day, like a sorcerer’s far-off voice, 
and lines of poetry floated over her mind as if they wc?e- 
strands of spider-web. 

“Now,” she suddenly interrupted him, “1 want to go 
through what you’ve told me and see how much I remember 
before I actually take the wheel.” 

“Very good. Madam,” He took his own hands off the 
wheel and turned attentively towards her.* His look, so 
serious that she knew it only just controlled amusement, 
yet suddenly human again and different from the look he 
gave to a gear-box, gave her a shock. The ground seemed 
to go noiselessly from under her feet. 

“There are four gears and a reverse gear,” she began, 
speaking more quickly than she had meant to. “You start 
in neutral, let out the clutch by pressing down your left 
foot. . . .” She continued the boring recital to an end, then 
looked at him questioningly, smiling. 

“That’s right,” smiling too, “you’re getting along fine — 
Madam. Now see if you can remember which gear is which.” 

She remembered without a fault, and while she was 
running through her lesson the second time, the bell in 
Sible Pelden church struck half-past twelve, reminding her 
that The Eagles was still there, with lunch simmering 
inside it, and that there would just be time to drive home 
and get her nose powdered before she sat down to that 
meal. No one ever missecl a meal at The Eagles unless they 
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had warned everyone, days ahead, that they were going to. 
If you missed a meal, you were ill or some accident had 
leapt upon you ; you never forewent one on purpose. 

“There won’t be time for any more to-day,” she said, 
giving a little sigh and leaning back. “Will you drive 
home now, please ; and I’ll watch carefully and try to follow 
what you’re doing.” 

Saxon sent the car slowly along the narrow lane, where 
the' young hedge-growth was still a distinct and delicate 
labyrjnth of differing greens, and the small white or purple 
flowers glowed vividly against thin Maytidc leaves, because 
there was as yet no dust to dim them. Like any lonely lane, 
dfls one seemed the end of the world, with the sunny, misty 
blue sky ^at its end and bird song scattered all over it, 
and if there were spirits, here they might be. Ah! the 
sorcerer’s far-off voice! We can come here to-morrow, 
thought Tina, not taking in what Saxon was doing wirii the 
car. This is all I want; just this lane, and the sunlight and 
the noise of the engine, and Saxon beside me and neither 
of us saying a word. 

I darsent ask him for pocket-money, thought Viola, 
going down into the wood, but that’s what Td really like. 
Five shillings a week, like Teddy gave me, then I could 
save up for anything I really wanted. Dad used to give me 
some too, I could say. Mr. Wither, my father hadn’t 
much, but he gave his girl what he could. How much? 
Seven and sixpence, Mr. Wither. That isn’t very much; 
I will give you seventeen and sixpence. oK, what a beast 
I am, thinking that seven-and-sixpence wasn’t much! It 
was all Dad could do, anyway, towards the end, and I had 
my salary. Twenty-five shillings . . . and where it goes I 
doti*t know. Well, Cdtty, I had to have some stockings and 
there was five shillings I lent Shirley and that blouse. . . . 

It’s three months since I had a new frock. 

“There y’are, ducks,” called the Hermrit, who was sitting 
among the fern beside his smouldering fire, carving some- 
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thing with a bright-bladed knife. Opposite him, on a tree- 
stump with her elbows on her knees and her chin in her 
hands, sat Hetty; a book had slid off her lap ai d lay face 
downwards among the fern stalks. She looked up at the 
Hermit’s shout, and waved. 

Viola, wondering who she was, waved back ar i went on 
towards the fire, for she was not afraid of th Hermit’s 
roving eye when someone else was there. 

Hetty was pleased to see her, because she looked neither 
rich nor smart; indeed, with her shabby tweed c ^at, untidy 
heavy fair curls and sleepy expression, she sugg ested that 
she was not only poor, but stupid iu a way that might, 
because Hetty was not used to it, prove interesting. 

“You don’t remember me, do you?” said Hetty, lo’uder 
than usual because Viola looked such a half-wit. Viola 
shook her head, smiling, though she had now recognized 
her as Victor Spring’s cousin without a hat, and felt very 
embarrassed and shy. 

‘‘You’re Mrs. Wither, aren’t you?” ‘pursued Miss 
Franklin. (So I am, thought Viola, surprised: doesn’t it 
sound awful!) “Don’t you remember? We gave you a lift 
the other day in that thunderstorm. I hope that neither of 
you caught cold?” 

“Oh no, thanks ever so; it was awfully kind of you.” 
Viola hopped across the half-drowned plank that bridged 
the stream, and came slowly up to Hetty, smiling. 

“And were you very late for tea? I seem to remember 
that Miss Wither said something about being late for 
tea.” 

“Oh yes, we were rather, but it wasn’t so bad as it might 
have been — at least” — remembering what dinner on that 
evening had been like — ‘"there wasn’t a row about rAa/.” 

“Come a bit nearer, ducks,” invited the Hermit, putting 
wood on the fire. “Take yer sho,es orf and warm yer feet.” 

“Our feet are not cold, thank you,” said Hetty, half- 
turning her head to look at him. 

“I won’t mind if yer’’ave got ’oles in yer stockings,” 
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persisted the Hermit. “Come on — come up closer and let’s 
be cosy, eh? Wot say?” 

He did not seem to expect an answer, but bent again over 
his carving. 

“What’s he doing?” muttered Viola. 

“Making a walking-stick. He hopes (vainly, I fear) to 
sell it to your father-in-law.” 

Viola stared. “To Mr. Wither?” 

“That’s *im. Old Shak-per-Swaw in person,” said the 
Hermit, looking up. 

“What’s that on the end of it?” Viola craned her long 
neck and tried to see. 

“Bear with Cubs,” said the Hermit, holding up the stick 
with a shapeless lump at one end. “Just ’ollering between 
the bear’s legs. Cor! it don’t ’alf take some doing, too. 
Four legs and a ’ole between each : one ’ole between each 
of the three cubs, another ’ole between the group of cubs 
an’ their dam, and little ’oles between all the legs of the 
three cubs. There’s a lot of work in this ’ere, ducks. Not 
to mention their ears. Eight ears, all ’ollow. 1 reckon this’ll 
take me every bit of May — ’alfway through June, I reckon.” 

“It is an ambitious subject,” said Hetty musingly, in a 
lowered tone, gazing with misty blue eyes at the Hermit 
sitting cross-legged in the fern. “He only began it this 
morning. I suggested a less complicated subject, an apple, 
for instance, or an orange, but he said no, he had promised 
to carve old Shak-per-swaw a smarter walking-stick than 
the one he usually carries, and he is going to keep his word. 
What is your father-in-law’s daily walking-stick like?” 

“Oh, it’s got a sort of Indian’s head on it or something, I 
think,” said Viola vaguely, but laughing because Hetty was 
laughing and it was so nice to be with somebody young, even 
if you were scared stiff of them because they were His cousin 
and talked like a book. 

“What a funny thing to want to do. Carve, I mean,” 
she said. “I mean, carving a walking-stick— it’s jolly 
difficult.” ^ 
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“Oh, he actually sells his caAings sometimes to riotorists, 
so it is not so funny as it appears. He stands at r,he cross- 
roads on Sundays with a tray from Woolworth’s round his 
neck and the carvings on it, and the motorists, lured by 
his unusual appearance, pause, and are betrayed by what is 
false within — namely, their own taste.” 

“But they aren’t very good, are they?” in a wh Nper. 

“They are more bad than the eye inexperienced in bad 
carvings would conceive it possible for carvings to be,” 
drawled Hetty, “but 1 imagine that the motorists are 
amazed that an object can be made by the hands alone, 
because all the objects which they encounter in their daily 
lives are made by a machine or emerge from a tin. They- 
are so amazed that they assume that an object made by* the 
hand alone is necessarily worth having, and so they buy it.” 

“Oh,” said Viola. After a pause, “But how did he learn 
carving?” 

“He says that he used to be a model at Carlotti’s.” 

“Where’s that?” demanded Viola simply, >Vho was never 
afraid of showing ignorance and did not know how rare 
this fearlessness is. 

“It’s a famous art school in London,” explained Hetty, 
looking at her kindly and speaking less artificially because 
she saw that she was bewildering Viola and making her 
uneasy. “ I think your sister-in-law used to go to an art 
school, did she not? My aunt says so. I expect she knows 
Carlotti’s — you ask her when you get home.” 

“That’s right,” nodded the Hermit. “Carlotti’s in the 
King’s Road, Chelsea. Sat to all the big men, too, I did. 
Mr. Whistler, Mr. Alma Tadenia, Mr. Holman Hunt. All 
the big men. Beautiful, I used to be, a fair treat. Am still, 
come to that. Now don’t think I mean no ’arm by this, 
ducks, ’cos I don’t. I ain’t that sort, and I know young 
ladies when I see ’em, though mind you, nowadays it ain’t 
so easy to tell a young lady from a you-know-what as it was 
when I was a lad. All the same, I don’t mean nothin’ you 
wouldn’t like yer Ma’s to know about, see? That’s straight. 
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that is. It’s Art, and that makes all the difference. When 
it ainU Art it's dirt, but if it's Art it's all right, see? Well, 
wot I was going to say was if you was to happen to be down 
’ere some morning when I’m ’aving me dip, you could see 
me. Beautiful — muscles, proportions, every think. Even 
me feet — and that’s most unusual, that is. I remember 
Mr. Le Strange, the Great Le Strange, they used to call 
’im, sayin’ to me, ‘Ah, Falger,’ ’e says, 'there’s ten pairs o’ 
good shoulders about for one pair o’ good feet.’ Very fond 
of drorin’ my feet, Mr. Le Strange was. I remember one 
picture of ’is, ‘Morning’ it was called, me in a sort of a 
tunic, runnin’ up a ’ill after a goat. Very pretty, it was. 
Large pitcher. It’s in the Westwater Art Gallery.” 

“And he picked up carving from watching the students, 
or so ho-says,” murmured Hetty. 

“That’s right,’’ affirmed the Hermit whose hearing 
seemed to be better than that of people who live in houses. 
He held up Bear with Cubs, and surveyed it, not critically 
but with a look of quiet approval, then muttering, “Cor, 
’Ot. ’Ow about a drop of Rosie,” he put the carving care- 
fully down on a piece of newspaper and crawled into his 
lean-to. 

“Are you going to the Infirmary Ball?” next inquired 
Hetty, glancing at her wrist-watch. 

“I don’t know. Tina (my sister-in-law, the one I was 
with that day, you know) she did say something about it, 
but I don’t know if they’ll take me too.” 

Hetty resisted the temptation to say “Never mind, 
Cinderella,”’ and went on : 

“It will be next week — yes, a week to-day. How the year 
flies! ” and a sullen look came over her face as she imagined 
those flying years, wasting her impatient youth in their 
flight. 

“Will — are you going7” blurted Viola, timidly^?^||pging 
to ask if He, Mr. Spring, your cousin was going, and 
thinking that this was the best way of finding out. 

“Unfortunately, yes, I am.” * 
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“Why, don’t you like dancmg?” 

“No.” 

“How funny! I adore it; I’m simply crazy ahout it,” 
and indeed she looked it, with her eyes open wxy wide 
and a caterpillar swinging in the fine fuzz of ^er hair. 
“Oh, I do hope they take me! Will you go alone 

“No, I shall go with my aunt and a party,” sitd Hetty 
dejectedly. 

She was clever and sensitive, her imagination held the 
wood and its subtlest shades of beauty, as well as the 
psychological shades in the characters of three human beings 
in the wood, as though in a fine-meshed net. Yet she did 
not guess that Viola wanted to know if Victor would be at 
the ball. Truth, the simple fish, did not even slip through 
the subtle net ; he just never went near it. 

“A big party, will it be?” pursued Viola faintly. 

“No. Quite small, yet large enough to be tedious. My 
aunti my cousin Victor, a Miss Barlow who will be staying 
with us for the event, a young man of ample fortune and 
no conversation, and myself.” 

“Lovely,” murmured Viola; then added, starting out of 
her thoughts, “I’m awfully sorry you don’t want to go, 
though.” She added kindly, “Buck up; I don’t expect it’ll 
be so bad when you get there; things often aren’t. Often 
when I’ve been simply dreading going to a place. I’ve quite 
enjoyed it when I got there.” 

She no longer felt shy of Victor Spring’s cousin, because 
Hetty was friendly and kind. Also, they had exchanged 
grins over the Hermit’s remark about holey stockings, and 
this made Viola feel friendly towards Hetty, as we always 
do towards a stranger with whom we have shared a joke. 
As for Hetty, she was wondering if she should ask Viola 
what k was like to live at The Eagles? but she decided not 
to, because it was plain that although Viola was a girl with 
much natural charm, she was also a girl with much natural 
silliness, who would think ,The Eagles a boring place and 
be quite unconscious of the subtle Chekhovian currents 
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that moved sluggishly thrAigh its dark silent rooms. 

1 expect she would love the kind of existence we lead at 
home, which is about as subtle as a pie-dish and far less 
useful, thought Hetty. Not that I ought to grumble. I have 
money of my own, a luxurious home in excruciating taste, 
and all the clothes I want. All that is lacking is liberty, an 
aim to work for, and the conviction that my life is worth 
living. I am a most fortunate young woman. 

“Was it a nice party you had the other night?” asked 
Viola wistfully. 

“It was not so bad as our parties usually are,” began 
Hetty, then she glanced at Viola’s face and her imagination 
took a quite remarkable leap, right over into the gaiety- 
starved mind of the other girl. She realized how entrancing 
the idea "of that party was to Viola and how much she 
would have loved to be there. She went on, in a different 
tone: 

“Yes, it was rather nice, really, because it was such a 
beautiful evening and my cousin had all the boats — the 
punt, and the outboard and the little sailing-boat (she’s 
called Marlene) out on the river and we had supper down 
there.” She went on slowly, choosing her words and 
watching the audience, “The sky was gold, and then it was 
violet, and there was a smell of syringa ” 

“And did you have cocktails?” interrupted Viola. 

“Yes,” said Hetty, laughing. 

“Atid what to eat?” 

“Salmon mayonnaise and chicken and soup and ices,” 
answered she, inventing. What had they had to eat? 
All their food, eaten in circumstances unheightened by the 
imagination, was excellent, and all of it tasted the same to 
her. Food only became interesting when it was symbolic, 
or when it was eaten to the music of witty talk, or by brave 
men in danger, by true poets who were starving. 

“Lovely,” sighed Viola. 

“You must come to one of pur parties one day,” said 
Hetty impulsively. 
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“Me?” Viola went bright pink. “Oh, I say, how mar- 
vellous! But I haven’t — you don’t — I mean, wouldn’t your 
aunt mind?” 

“She would be delighted,” said Hetty firmly. She had 
gone too far ; she knew it. Mrs. Spring seldom invit d people 
to the house unless they were wealthy, ordinary, an«* conven- 
tional. Viola was none of these things, and no pf asure or 
profit could come to Mrs. Spring from inviting ht \ 

“I am sure she would,” added Hetty. 

The words sounded weak and untrue as they fell on the 
warm spring air. They seemed to go into a silence, and 
quietly disappear. 

‘“That would be lovely: thanks ever so,” muttered Viola, 
thinking: I haven’t got a proper frock. 

Hetty stood up awkwardly and brushed bits ofi' her skirt, 
while Viola, picking up the book from among the fern, 
glanced at its title. 

“Collected Poems of Robert Frost,” she read. “Poetry. 
Good Lord. What a funny name, Frost.” 

“Thank you,” said Hetty a little stiffly, taking it from 
her and wishing that she could meet someone who did not 
think it a symptom of insanity to read poetry for pleasure. 
“Are you going now, or shall you stay here?” 

“Oh, I must be getting along, or I’ll be late for lunch.” 
She got up. 

There was a sort of commotion in the hut, and the 
Hermit reappeared, with no boots on. He lifted a large 
bare horny foot, which may have looked pretty good to 
the ’nineties, but which had depreciated with the remorseless 
march of time, and said proudly: 

“There. Perfect. Every bone.” 

Hetty and Viola, trying not to laugh, gave polite exclama- 
tions of interest and admiration and he sat down to his 
carving again, while the two giris stood looking at each 
other rather shyly. 

“Well, good-bye,” said Jietty at last. “I hope we shall 
meet again. I often come down here.” 
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“Yes, I hope so too. Thanks ever so. Good-bye.” 

Each walked away up her side of the little valley while 
the Hermit waved first to one and then the other, calling 
a ffiaaiQ xwtely, “Goo’-bye, ducks, goo’-bye,” and whittling 
bu'5fl5P*Wray at the Bear with Cubs. The truth always 
sounds fantastic. The Hermit, with his lack of respon- 
sibilities, his interest in everyone’s affairs, and his admira- 
tion of himself, was the happiest person in the neighbour- 
hood. If only it weren’t for them bloody birds. ’Ow 
they did go on, waking you up at five o’clock in the 
morning, shrieking and hollering after dinner when you 
wanted a doss. Then there was that one that went on ’alf 
"Ithe night, as though all day wasn’t enough. Skizz! He 
viciously. whizzed a stone in the direction of a dazzling song 
among the water-rooted hazels, and out darted a small 
brown bird, singing as he flew away. 

“Gar,” muttered the Hermit. “Shut up.” 



CHAPTER X 


N O sooner did Viola enter the dining-room than she 
saw that something was up, and her spirits, ^iised by 
her chat with Hetty and the brightness of the mor ing, slid 
gently down again. Tina and Madge, who were a ready at 
the table, looked cheerful enough, but Mrs. Wither was 
flustered and Mr. Wither looked cross. 

Sorry Tm late,” muttered Viola. 

“No. Oh no. It’s only just one o'clock. We are a little 
early to-day,” answered Mrs. Wither, absently and coldly. 

They began to eat. Mr. Wither kept his eyelids lowered 
in tlye way they all knew meant that trouble was brewing. 
What shall I do this afternoon? thought Viola. How long 
the days are. It’s awful. I wonder what’s up? 

“How did you get on with your lesson?” she asked 
Tina, presently, too nervous to sit in silence. 

“Not badly, I think. It isn't so difficult as 1 thought it 
would be. I quite, enjoyed it. I’m having another one at 
eleven to-morrow ... if you can spare Saxon, that is, of 
course, Father.” 

Mr. Wither said nothing. 

“It’s the Infirmary Ball next week, isn’t it?” observed 
Madge, after a pause. “Have the tickets come yet? They’re 
dashed late with them this year, they’re usually here by the 
twenty-sixth. 1 suppose that’s because there was all that 
fuss about Lady Dovewood changing the date.” 

Mr. Wither looked up, fixing a bleared eye upon Viola. 
“Someone called to see you this morning,” said Mr. 
Wither. “On a bicycle.” 

He paused. Everyone felt that Viola’s visitor ought to 
have come in a Rolls. , 

“Me?” stammered Viola, going pink. “Who?” 
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“Your aunt, I believe. In a nurse’s uniform.” 

Pause. Mr. Wither ate a forkful of pickle. 

“That’s right," Viola was relieved, and she smiled. 
“She is a nurse. My Auntie Lizzie, that would be. Was she 
all right? Fancy her coming right out here on the bike! 
She doesn’t cover Sible Pelden, only New Chesterbourne, 
where the slums are. Did she say anything?" 

“She was selling tickets for the Infirmary Ball, I under- 
stood her to say," droned Mr. Wither, eating more pickle. 
“Naturally, I could not buy them from her. I had to 
explain to her (at some length) that we have always pro- 
cured our tickets direct from Lady Dovewood. By the 
way," he laid down his knife and fork, put two fingers iiito 
his waistcoat pocket and brought out a bunch of pink 
cardboard slips, “here are the tickets, Emmie. They came 
this morning. You had better take care of them." 

“Yes, dear." Mrs. Wither took the slips, counted |hem, 
then looked pp. 

“They’ve sent one too many, dear. There are five here. 
Now isn’t that silly of them? Have you paid for them yet, 
Arthur?" 

Mr. Wither nodded and jerked his head at his daughter- 
in-law, who was sitting very upright, with her cheeks once 
more pink and her eyes bright with an in credulo us hope. 

“For me? Oh, I say, thanks most awfully, Mr. Wither, 
it is kind of you!" stammering rapturously. “How lovely! 
How much is it?" 

“Eh?" said Mr. Wither, startled. “What? Nonsense! 
Everyone goes to the Infirmary Ball. Only once a year." 

“Yes, but I want to pay for myself," persisted Viola, 
insincerely, “I shall enjoy it ever so much more if you’ll 
only let me." 

Silence. 

“I mean," she starhmered, scarlet, “I mean it’s so 
awfully kind of you, I don’t like to think of you wasting 
your money on me, you know.," 

Silence. Mrs. Wither slowly tinkled the little bell to 
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summon Fawcuss, and while Fawcuss was removing plates, 
Viola regained her composure. 

But it was difficult for her to be composed when she was 
so very happy! The room seemed full of brilliant sunlight 
and the song of the blackbirds in the garden sounded so 
loud and sweet that she wanted to sing too. She was going 
to the Ball! and He would be there! She would wear her 
silver dancing shoes again and have her hair wav^ed, and 
get some new pearl ear-rings from Woolworths (no one 
would know they came from Woolworth’s. Of coarse, you 
always knew when other people’s ear-rings came from 
Woolworth’s but they never guessed about yours). Perhaps 
he would dance with her ; a waltz, slow and dreamy,* or 
quick and exciting. She could still see the enormous white 
crinolines looped with flowers floating round the ballroom 
in that film about some Austrian queen, “Empress of 
Heaijts” it was called, and the young officers with their 
jackets slung over one shoulder and their shiny high boots. 
She saw herself in a white crinoline, waltzing with Victor 
Spring and looking up into his eyes. 

“Viola . . . shape?’’ 

“No thanks,’’ she murmured. “Yes, please, I mean.” 

The shape was eaten in silence. Tina, too, looked 
dreamily happy. Things are getting better, thought Viola. 
Madge has got her puppy, and Tina’s got Saxon (well, 
she hasn’t exactly got him yet but I expect she will) and 
I’ve been talking to His cousin only this morning and 
she said 1 must go to one of their parties one day (and 
perhaps if I meet him at the Ball he’ll introduce me to his 
mother and perhaps she’ll invite me too, and then every- 
thing’ll be all right). And Vm going to the Ball! Vm going! 
Vm going! 

Saxon will drive us there, thought Tina. I wonder 
if he dances, and if he likes it ... if he takes girls to those 
dances at the Baths one sees advertised in Chesterbourne. 
... I know absolutely nothing about his life, and yet I feel 
that I know him. I wonder if he’s got a girl? This thought 
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had not occurred before to her, and she was dismayed, even 
amidst her dreamlike content, to discover how much it 
agitated her. 

After the shape, there was cheese. Cheese over, these 
three infatuated women were free to go away and dream 
as much as they liked ; Tina went slowly out into the garden 
with a novel under her arm, and Madge hastened away to 
see how Polo had enjoyed his dinner, and Viola was going 
quickly out of the room to overhaul her wardrobe in pre- 
paration for the Ball, when Mrs. Wither gently stopped her. 

“Viola dear,” began Mrs. Wither, in a frighteningly kind 
voice, “there is something I want to talk to you about. 
Come into the morning-room for a moment, will you?''* 

Oh, please God, don’t let her say I can’t go to the Ball 
after all. Amen. 

“Righto, Mrs. Wither. All right, I mean.” 

Mrs. Wither, having mysteriously shut the morning-jroom 
door, sat down and patted a chair facing her, on which 
Viola miserably seated herself. 

They seemed very alone. Not a sound broke the morning- 
room’s quiet, except the slow tick-tock of an old clock in 
a corner. 

“Now, dear, Mr. Wither is not angry with you about 
what happened this morning,’’ began Mrs. Wither, opening 
her pale eyes wide and convincing Viola that Mr. Wither 
was very angry indeed, “but he was very much upset by 
your aunt’s visit. Coming like that on a bicycle, without 
letting us know or anything. And you were out, of course; 
you had just run off somewhere in the way you often do 
— Oh, I know it does not matter^ you were not doing any 
harm, but your aunt must have thought it very strange 
that you were not here to welcome her. And there was 
another thing that upset Mr. Wither very much. Your aunt 
had a little accident a$ she went off; the bicycle caught 
against a stone or something, and your aunt had to jump 
off very quickly; she almost fpll, in fact, and Mr. Wither 
happened to be looking out of the window at the time and 
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it agi tated him very much. It^gave him quite a sh<Kk ; he 
nearly went out to see if she were hurt. So next tinr^, dear, 
if you will just tell your aunt to let us know when she s 
coming, everything will be all right. We do not mind your 
friends coming here, dear, of course ; we are glad to v»elcomc 
them for your sake, but we like to know.^^ 

The door opened and Fawcuss looked in. 

“What is it, Fawcuss?” inquired Mrs. Wither, patiently. 

“Mrs. Theodore is wanted on the telephone, Madam. 
It’s a call from London.” 

“Oh, I bet it’s Shirley! — sorry, Mrs. Wither,” cried 
Viola, and ran out of the room. 

‘.‘Hullo, darling.” called Shirley’s clear voice, sounding 
strong and full of life though it was speaking so many miles 
away. “How’s things? How arc all the Therms?” 

“Oh, all right, thanks,” answered Viola, glowing. “I am 
glad you ’phoned. Is it anything special or did you just ” 

“Listen, darling — is the ancestral mansion creeping with 
Therms or arc you alone?” 

“Yes. Yes I am, I mean.” 

“Good. Well, just make sure no one’s got their car 
pasted at the keyhole.” 

“They can’t. It’s in the hall,” 

“So useful, of course. No one can fix up a dirty week-end 
without everyone else getting wise to it. Listen, darling, 
can you come up to town to-morrow and meet me 
at the Oxford Street Lyons Corner House at eleven? Main 
entrance. I’ve got the day off for shopping. Decent of the 
Death’s Head, was not it?” 

“Oh, Shirley, I’d love to!” 

“What’s to stop you?” 

“Well, I must just ask, of course.” 

“Oh god. All right. Run along. I’ll hang on. Tell 
them I keep a bad house and we want new blood.” 

Viola ran back to Mrs. Wither, who was sitting exactly 
as she had left her, looking patient and affronted. 

“Oh, I say, Mrs. Wither, Fm awfully sorry I had to dash 

F. 
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off like that, but it’s Shirley. My friend, Shirley Davis, 
you know. She’s got the day off to-morrow to do some 
shopping and she wants me to go with her. May I go, 
please? I could catch the early bus and I’d be back in 
time for supper — dinner, I mean.” 

“You must please yourself, dear,” said Mrs. Wither 
disapprovingly. “You are your own mistress, you know. 
It is rather short notice, is it not?” 

“Yes, that’s what makes it so ripping. It’s such a sur- 
prise. Can I go then, please, Mrs. Wither?” 

“Of course, dear. And I think you had better try to call 
me Mother; it sounds better.” 

“Yes, Mrs. Wither — Mother, I mean. Thanks awfulLy.” 

She darted away, leaving Mrs. Wither sighing. Common, 
pleasufe-loving, discontented with home life, extravagant, 
not behaving at all as a widow should. Ah well, no cross, 
no crown, thought Mrs. Wither, straightening a mat. 

“It’s all right, Shirley! I can come!” 

“Good, i hope no one flew asunder with the effort. 
Well, you be outside the main entrance at the Oxford 
Street Lyons Corner House to-morrow at eleven o’clock. 
(You can get the tube straight through from Liverpool 
Street to Tottenham Court Road.) Good-bye till then.” 

“Good-bye, Shirley, and thanks awfully'^ 

“Vi — here — hi — are you there?” 

“Yes?” 

“Got any money?” 

“Five.” 

“Shillings or pounds?” 

p »» 

“Good! We’ll get through some of it to-morrow.” 

“Lovely. Good-bye, darling.” 

Viola hung up, and raced upstairs to her room with a 
head full of delightful fancies. As though the Ball were not 
enough, now there was this! It never rains but it pours, 
she thought, standing in front of the wardrobe and looking, 
without really seeing them, af two limp and faded evening- 
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frocks. What shall I wear to-morrow? . . . I’ve got no 
clean gloves. ... I must wash them . . . oh . . . aren’t my 
shoes awful? 

Suddenly coming out of her dream she realized how 
worn were her silver slippers, tarnished, stubbed at the toes, 
a button missing. I can't wear those, she thought. I must 
get some new ones. 

But the thought did not really worry her, because she 
knew that she would be able to buy a pretty, fashionable 
and comfortable pair for less than a pound. 

Civilization as we know it is cornipt It may be doomed ; 
there are plenly oT are rat-eaten, 

its towers go up unsteadily into lowering clouds where 
drone the hidden battleplanes. But it - n, and does, supply 
its young daughters with luxuries at prices they can afford. 
No woman need be dowdy, or shabbily genteel. While 
she has a few shillings to spend on clothes, she can buy 
something pretty and cheerful. This may not be much, but 
it is something. To-morrow we die; but at least we danced 
in silver shoes. 

Saxon put his head round the kitchen door and told 
Cook that he was going home for lunch to-day. Cook 
nodded. The three elderly maids at The Eagles, all Chester- 
boume women, approved on the whole of the young 
chauffeur, because he was polite and hard-working and so 
far they had not been able to find out anything against his 
character. They felt that he ought not to have been so 
good-looking, but after all that was hardly his fault, and 
no doubt as he got older he would get uglier and that 
would be all right ; it was more natural, the maids felt, for 
everyone to be plain. They were all three plain, and they 
looked rather like three elderly fat pebbles which have been 
({uietly rolling round in a pocket in the bed of a stream 
for SG many years that all their comers have worn away 
and they resemble each other. 

But despite their virtue and the fact that they never 
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gossiped about their betters Vn front of him, Saxon was 
not going to give their six gimlet-eyes a chance to fasten 
on him when he was feeling bucked and flattered by 
Miss Tina’s interest, so he went off through the wood, 
whistling. He would get some bread and cheese and beer 
at the cross-roads pub. 

“Mornin’, son,” called the Hermit, waving at him a can 
— ^presumably full of Rosie. 

Saxon took no notice. He hated the lousy old bastard, 
always jawing and making an exhibition of himself down 
at the pub, a dirty, half-mad liar, sponging on fools who 
ought to know better than to give him anything. How 
could a chap keep himself respectable when there wece 
people like that hanging round him, who ought to be in 
prison orThe asylum? And he had good reasons for hating 
to hear himself called “son” by the Hermit. 

I wish Mr, Spring ’ud turn him out of the wood. He 
could, if he wanted to. The Council ’ud listen to him. 
If the Old Boy (this was Mr. Wither) had his way, the dirty 
old devil ’ud have been kicked out long ago. 

But as he climbed the opposite hill where the beech-trees 
began, he started to whistle again, because he was so 
bucked about Miss Tina. Half-way through the lesson he 
had given up trying to pretend, for prudence’s sake, that 
he thought she really wanted to learn driving. She wanted 
to be with him. He was sure of it. He grinned and sent 
a shower of brilliant whistling notes up to join the whistles 
of the birds as he walked vigorously up the hill. That’s 
one up to me, he thought. He was not fluttered because 
Tina, an individual, liked him (women always liked him, 
he was used to that) ; but because she was a lady and the 
daughter of a comfortably-off father. She was Gentry; 
not high-up Gentry like Lady Dovewood, of course, nor 
such smart Gentry as the Springs, but Gentry alL right. 
Educated, nothing to do, coming into a bit of money when 
the Old Boy hands in his dinner-pail, I expect. 

Might be worth my while staying on there for a bit, 
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after all, he thought, grinning as he went into the pub. 
You never know your luck. 

In fact, he had not the vaguest idea as to what luck 
might come from Miss Tina’s interest in him, but his 
masculine vanity was so tickled by her attention that he 
felt on top of the world, like a young rooster bugling 
away, feathers spread and scarlet comb glowing, in the 
early morning sunrays. 

“ Well ” said Saxon, lifting his glass. He shifted his 

elbow to avoid a slop of beer on the bar, and nodded at 
the barman. 

The barman, a realist, nodded back. 

• Saxon looked in at the cottage before going back to y/ork 
because there was something he wanted to say to his 
mother. This new business with Miss Tina made him feel 
he must stop the way she carried on with old Falger (of 
whom Saxon refused to think as the Hermit). What was 
the- use of him, Saxon, being taken up by Gentry if his 
mother was going to disgrace them both by letting that 
dirty old devil have the run of their place? He had ticked 
her off more than once about it, and this time he was going 
to put a stop to the whole business. 

“Mum,” he said, walking into the sitting-room where 
she sat sluttishly over a cup of tea and the newspaper with 
her arms on the table, and going straight to the point, 
“I don’t want you to have old Falger round here. Under- 
stand? Never again.” 

Mrs. Caker looked up in angry surprise, her blue eyes 
without their glint of laughter. 

“Deary me! And who’ re you, givin’ orders ter maye 
about who I’ll have in the place, I’d like to know ! You mind 
your business, and I’ll mind mine, see?” 

“It’s my business, all right. It’s a disgrace, that’s what 
it is, having a beggar round the -place, and I won’t stand 
for it. The next time he comes up here I’ll kick him out.” 

“You’d better try,” she jeered, putting her arms behind 
her head so that her jumper was pulled tightly over her fill) 
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bosom. “He’s a proper match fer you, any day, though 
he is old enough fer yer grandad.” 

“Well, you mind what 1 say, that’s all. I mean it. It’s a 
disgrace.” 

“Proper worked up, aren’t ’ee?” she said, looking at him 
curiously. “What’s Falger been a-sayin’ ter you? I 
haven’t seen him up here ter-daye, come ter that. And if I 
do, where’s the harm? It’s company fer maye; it’s lonely 
up here, day in day out, no one ter talk to or have a bit 
of fun with.” 

“That’s not all,” he said, going red, “not by a long 
chalk.” He was half-way out of the door, looking down at 
her .with mingled embarrassment and disgust. 

Mrs. Caker burst into a loud laugh. 

“Ah, ^ait till yer grown up! You don’t know half 
yet, little boy. Then yer won’t be so down on the old ’uns.” 

“You shut your gab,” he muttered, the Essex drawl 
strong in his low angry voice. “And mind what I say. 
If he shows up here he’ll get my boot up his backside, and 
you can tell him I said so.” 

He strode into the wood, dragging off his cap to let 
the wind cool his forehead. His mother called angrily, 
staring after him with a red hand shading the sunlight from 
her eyes : 

“I’ll do as I please. You go to hell!” 

When Viola was very happy, which had not happened 
many times since her father died, she always thought about 
her childhood and the delightful times he and she had had 
together, in the three little rooms above the shop. It was 
as though her present happiness, so rare and so quickly 
gone, sent her mind back to the years when she had been 
happy all the time, even when she was asleep. 

She was very happy the next morning as the train carried 
her, past woods covered in freshest green and hedges white 
with may, to London. She sat in a corner warm with 
sunlight, a copy of Home Nofes open unread upon her 
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knee, and watched the green rneadows flying past while the 
business men in the carriage talked about the nev^s in the 
papers — awful, as usual — their golf, their gardens, and the 
detective stories they were reading. 

She was in a waking dream, staring out of the window 
without seeing the buttercup-fields floating by, or a sudden 
silver swirl of moon-daisies on the bank near a tunnel. 
She was remembering, for no apparent reason, the tattered 
old volume of Shakespeare’s plays with no cover that Dad 
used to read to her when she was a little girl. She liked to get 
hold of the book after he had hurried downstairs again into 
the shop, and sit in front of the fire looking at the pictures in 
the book, while Catty cleared away the tea-things, with her 
mouth full of a last radish or a knob of crusty bread. 

The book was illustrated with paintings by famous 
artists of the best-known scenes from the plays. There was 
a slender Hamlet with fair hair floating on his shoulders, 
dressed all in black and wearing wrinkly stockings that 
fascinated the little Viola (whose own socks Were so firmly 
hauled up by Catty). He stood under a cedar-tree with a 
skull in his hands, while in the dim background whispered 
a group of his friends, looking sadly at him. There was a 
gipsy Cleopatra too, with bare chest and a crown made of 
feathers, holding the little snake to her heart while a black 
man, waving a mighty fan of palm-leaves, stood behind her 
couch. And lastly there was the picture which Viola felt 
was her own special picture, because (so her father said) 
this was the girl she was named after. 

Underneath the picture (she could remember the words, 
all these years afterwards, and said them over to herself 
as she sat in the railway-carriage staring out unseeingly 
at the flying fields) there was some poetry. It said : 

“ . . . She never told her love. 

But let concealment, like a worm i’ th’ bud 
Feed on her damask cheek.” 

Viola had never been quite sure what this meant, and 
later on, when she was at ^hool, the girls always made a 
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joke about it and said damaged instead of damask^ which 
of course, made it funny, and you laughed. 

But she had liked the picture better than the poetry: 
and she could remember that, too, so clearly. There was a 
beautiful young man with a long drooping moustache and a 
hat with a plume in it, sitting in a chair with a high carved 
back, and a big dog resting its head lovingly, as though in 
sympathy, on his knee and gazing up into his face. He 
looked very sad. Standing in front of him, with her arm 
raised as though she were saying the piece of poetry under 
the picture, was the girl Viola, that our Viola’s father had 
called her after. She was tall, and dressed prettily as a page 
in long stockings, full breeches that came far above her 
knees, a tight-fitting jacket with big buttons, and a jaunty 
little cap. But what Viola had liked best of all was her 
hair, cut short like a boy’s and curling prettily all over 
her head. Viola never tired of looking at those boyish- 
girlish, gallant curls. They had spelled all romance for her, 
all adventure, and escape from her own soft floppy mane 
of hair that would never keep tidy. 

Fancy my remembering all that, she thought, impatiently 
pushing up a soft unmanageable curl. It must te fifteen 
years ago. And the train slowly drew into Liverpool Street 

Because she did remember it, the whole pattern of her 
life was changed that day. 


Victor Spring, driving home m the evening from Bracing 
Bay where he had been inspecting the site for the new 
housing scheme, saw a very pretty girl getting on to the 
Sible Pelden bus. That was not unusual ; there are thousands 
of very pretty girls in England and some of them lived in 
Chesterbourne. But this girl was different . . . that word, 
that danger-signal Victor had often guffawed over when he 
heard it used by an infatuated acquaintance. But this girl, 
she really was different. She was taller than most girls and 
she wore no hat, she was swinging it in one hand while in 
the other she carried a load of j>arcels. She was pale, with 
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a pretty pink mouth, and seemed rather sleepy and bewil- 
dered as though the traffic in Chesterbourne High Street 
were too much for her. 

He did not notice much what she had on: biack, he 
thought; anyway, she was very well dressed. But what was 
really striking about her, what made him turn round to stare 
after the Sible Pelden bus while he slowed the car a little^ 
was her hair. It was ash-pale and cut very short in big soft 
curls all over her head. The curls rolled and tugged in the 
breeze, and the very pretty girl tossed them as though she 
liked the feeling. 

That’s a swell bit of goods, thought Victor, accelerating. 
Ve-e-ery nice, I call that. Now I wonder, would that he 
local produce? 

It would. 



CHAPTER XI 


T here was a tradition about the Infirmary Ball. It 
was always a roaring success, not only in raising money 
for the Infirmary (which was perpetually at its last gasp 
and flopping hysterically on everybody for succour) but 
in the number of guests, the decorations, band and refresh- 
ments. The Bail was under the personal supervision of 
Lord and Lady Dovewood. Lord Dovewood’s great- 
grandmother had started the original Infirmary in a disused 
shed in 1846, helped by a band of devoted ladies brave as 
buffaloes, who did not care what people said about them ; 
and hence his family was Patron to the present Infirmary. 
It was Lord Dovewood who saw to the refreshments, , and 
very good they were, for they included dishes made from 
old family recipes, while Lady Dovewood saw to the 
decorations which had to be better every year. The young 
Dovewoods acted as unofficial Masters of the Ceremonies, 
and saw that the parents did not pick on too leprous a band. 

Envious souls had been heard to mutter that there was 
a sight too much Dovewood about the Infirmary Ball, but 
there were not many of these. Most people, being warmly 
natural snobs, enjoyed the feeling, (which the Dovewoods 
managed so well to convey) that, even though they had 
paid for their tickets, they were the guests of a Lord. They 
enjoyed mingling with the gentry and noticing what they 
wore and how they behaved; and as the common herd 
usually made itself up into parties and arrived like that, few 
people at the Ball went partnerless or felt out of things. 

This year they had prpposed to have Ray And His Five 
Demons for the band, but two days before the Ball an awful 
event occurred. Ray And His Five Demons betrayed the 
Infirmary and the Dovewoods by coolly accepting an 
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engagement to play at a much higher fee for a private 
dance in Stanton. This was felt to be all the baser t^auso 
Ray was actually one Stanley Burbett, a Chest erbourne 
boy who had made good, and he knew well how important 
the Infirmary Ball was to the district and the tradition that 
it was always a blazing and cloudless success. Miiny harsh 
remarks were made about Ray And His Five Deiaons, and 
discontented local boys were told that Getting? On and 
making money did not always mean an improven ent in the 
character. 

“Oh, Mr. Spring,” said Lady Dovewood, on the tele- 
phone, “I do hope Tm not interrupting you ...” 

* “Not at all, Lady Dovewood. Anything I can do. for 
you . . . only too happy.” 

“. . . but 1 wonder if you know of a really good, reliable 
band? I expect you’ve heard about those disgusting Five 
Demons letting us down. . . .” 

“ Yes, of course. Too bad . . . bad show. . . .” 

“. . . and there’s so little time. It must fee reliable but 
snappy. The children want what they call a Swing band. 
. . . Do yoi: know anything about Swing, Mr. Spring?” 
ended Lady Dovewood plaintively, who liked to pretend 
that she lagged behind fashion. 

Yes, Victor knew all about swing, and he thought that 
Joe Knoedler’s Boys would fill the bill nicely if they were 
not booked. Would Lady Dovewood like him to fix things 
with Joe Knoedler’s agent? He would be in the West End 
that morning; and Lady Dovewood was not to bother 
about Knoedler being expensive. He (Victor) would be 
delighted to see to that. 

Lady Dovewood was more than grateful to Mr. Spring, 
and it was most generous of him, 

“Blast,” said Victor, hanging up. Now he would have 
to go to the Infernal Ball, out of which he and Phyl had 
decided to wriggle. He got more bored with it every year, 
seeing the same faces above the same dresses, eating the 
same ham stuck with the same cloves from the Dovewood 
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herb-garden, shivering in the same draughts that had 
moaned through the Assembly Rooms for a hundred years. 
The wnole thing was most dreary. 

But if he secured Joe Knoedler’s Boys, he supposed that 
he would have to turn up to see that they were doing their 
stuff properly, and not tight or ravishing the ladies or 
anything; and be thanked by Lady Dovewood. He had 
planned to stay up in town on the evening of the Ball with 
Phyl’s people, telephoning his decision to his mother at the 
last minute, but now he would have, he supposed, to go. 
It was a bore, a ruddy bore. He opened the Daily Telegraph 
and forgot it. 

Though it would be more interesting, and easier, to say 
that the countryside was in a fever of excitement as 
the night *bf the Ball approached, it would not be true. 
The movies, the dog-racing track built by the Spring 
Developments Association outside Bracing Bay, the wireless 
and the fortnightly dances at the Chesterbourne Public 
Baths had robbed the Ball of much of its pre-War glamour. 
Now it was possible to be a bit gay all the year round, 
instead of only once a year about 14th June, and the 
Chesterbourne district preferred to do the former. 

Nevertheless, the Ball remained firmly fixed in the 
affections of these country-living people who had heard 
their grandparents speak of it ; and as the night drew near, 
hairdressers in Chesterbourne were busy, a good many 
bottles of coloured nail varnish were sold at Woolworth’s, 
and Thompson and Burgess sold a large number of their 
fine-gauge silk stockings. 

There were four prices for the tickets; three-and-six, 
five shillings, seven-and-sixpence and half a guinea. No one 
got a whiff of extra food or decoration for the extra money 
which went direct to the Cause, the gasping, only-just- 
kept-alive Infirmary ; but it was a point of honour to give 
as much for tickets as possible. Every year Lady Dovewood 
proudly gave a statement to the Chesterbourne Echo that 
^'only so-and-so many of the ciieapest tickets were sold 
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this year” and there was a tradition that the number grew 
less every year. If it did not. Lady Dovewood made it, for 
her politics were Machiavellian. 

The gentry, of course, bought the most expensive tickets. 
Sometimes they doubled the price. Mr. Wither always did, 
and Mrs. Spring, who had a habit of dashing ofT impulsive 
cheques to hospitals and lying-in homes, trebled it. 

The weather was very hot during the two days before 
the Ball, with a huge moon showering her light over the 
massive heads of trees in opulent summer leaf. All night the 
countryside did not seem to go to sleep, for the roads were 
busy with the tiny jewelled beetles of cars racing their owners 
down to the sea for a moonlit bathe, and all along the shore 
for miles, bungalows and beach-huts were full of golden light 
and laughing voices, and damp towels dragging vigorously 
across wet bodies. Don’t often get this kind of thing; may 
as well make the most of it. Unbelievably beautiful, the long 
silver waves rolled in, over the dark rocks of Cornwall, the 
white rocks of Sussex, the flat firm sands of Northumberland 
and the rounded baylets of Wales. Even the bathers, run- 
ning screaming and splashing into the milk-warm water, felt 
the beauty of the sea rolling under that green magian-light. 

“Good to be alive, eh?” they said to each other, with 
characteristic English unreserve. “Glad to be alive on a 
night like this, eh?” — in a world toppling with monster 
guns and violent death. 

Tina had given up trying to be sensible about Saxon. 
She was in love with him ; she faced the fact and did not 
want it to be otherwise. For the first time in what seemed 
to her a very long and half-starved life she was feeling an 
emotion, strong as wine, satisfying as the warmth of sun- 
rays. She did not know it, but her love was like that of 
earliest youth, asking nothing tn return but a smile, a 
gentle word, and the presence of the beloved. So long as 
she could have her hour’^ lesson every day and exchange 
demure little jokes with Saxon, she was completely happy. 
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and she did not feel miserable because he did not love her. 
She seldom thought about his side of the affair, because 
she was so absorbed in romantically loving his beauty, his 
youth, the sound of his voice and the colour of his eyes. 
She wanted life to go on like this for always, in the dreamy 
hot weeks of early summer, seeing Saxon every day. 

In the evening she would lean from her window for long 
spells of time, staring across the darkening wood in the 
valley, whence sometimes came that song! like the very 
voice of Love. If he ever walked the earth thousands of 
years ago, given form by the passionate dreams of lovers 
in the Ancient World, that was how his voice had sounded. 
He was hidden, and winged, and he sang. 

Saxon .was still much flattered by Miss Tina’s interest in 
him, but by now he was also a little disturbed. She never 
said anything outright, of course, or did anything, but she 
looked at him in a way that he found most embarrassing, 
though he quite liked it. What could a chap do? What 
could he do? There wasn’t any harm in it, only he did 
wonder what the Old Boy would say if he knew. The Sack. 

Well, he’d been planning to leave, anyway, at the end of 
the summer. Only The Sack would mean no reference; 
and besides, he was not so sure that he wanted to leave 
now, not since this business with Miss Tina. It might be 
worth his while to stay on. He still did not clearly see why 
it might be worth his while, for his imagination was timid, 
and at present he saw no other way of securing that fairy 
money of which he day-dreamed than by working very 
hard for it, but he no longer felt restless and discontented 
at The Eagles. 

There were Miss Tina’s feelings, too. He supposed (this 
was when the dismay crept into his mind) that she would 
be cut up if he left. And he would quite miss her. She 
was a nice little thing, even if she was a bit older than he 
was. Gentle, quiet, sweet little thing, with her big brown 
eyes and pretty smile. He began to look forward to the 
daily lesson. He also began to flirt with Miss Tina. 
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Demurely, in perfect taste, he flirted just a very little. 
Forgotten art! pushed into the lumber-room ince the 
psychologists told us how dreadfully dangerous it is to 
repress our passions, and how much healthier it is to book 
a double-bed at the Three Feathers and get it ovrr. How 
they despise the prolonged handclasp, the lingerir g glance, 
the double meaning, and the compliment, all tht old, old 
moves in the Prettiest Art! Poor psychologists, hcvv solemn 
they are, how well they mean, and what a lot they miss. 

So Saxon and Tina drifted ; Tina completely happy and 
Saxon a little dismayed, wondering what was going to 
happen, and wondering too, with his cautious self-improving 
sfreak, just how he could best use the situation to. his 
advantage. 

Two of the ghief female protagonists in this story had 
fusses made about their evening-frocks on the morning of 
the Ball. 

At Grassmere, Mrs. Spring came grumbling into Hetty’s 
bedroom, where her niece was on her knees in front of a 
bookshelf, and asked her rather sharply what she was going 
to wear that night. 

“I hadn’t thoi^ht. My purple, I suppose,’' said Hetty 
vaguely. “It’s got hock on it, but Davies can get that out, 
I suppose, can’t she?” 

“Hock?” snapped Mrs. Spring. “When was that? How 
clumsy you are, Hetty ... a new frock, only worn once.” 

“It wasn’t me. It was Phyl. She knocked me.” 

“Nonsense. Phyl is never awkward.” 

“Oh yes she is, when she wants to be.” 

"‘Do you mean she did it on purpose?” 

Hetty nodded. 

Instead of looking incredulous and angry, Mrs. Spring 
stared thoughtfully at the floor. There it was again, that 
disagreeable side of Phyl’s nature which would make her 
a trying daughter-in-law and possibly a bad wife. Mrs. 
Spring thought Hetty a trying girl, too, but she was not 
a liar. If Hetty said that Phyl had purposely knocked against 
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her to make her spill wine on a new dress, then Phyl had. 
Mrs. Spring trusted her niece, though she disapproved 
of her. 

(Actually Hetty was a finished liar; she had to be, or 
she would have had to give up her private life and be a 
Spring. But she never lied unnecessarily or from malice, 
and this time she was speaking the truth.) 

The fact is (thought Mrs. Spring) though Phyl is so 
suitable for Victor in many ways, I don’t like her much. 
Oh dear, why can’t girls be like men? 1 never had an hour’s 
worry with poor Harry (her husband) and Victor is just 
the same. They are much nicer than women, people can 
say what they like. Now here’s Hetty and Phyl, both very 
tiresome in different ways, when they both ought to be a 
comfort" to me. 

“Yes, well, never mind that now. . . .” 

“I don’t. It wasn’t a book. If she’d ruined my Seven 
Pillars of Wisdom now, I might have.’’ 

“. . . you’cl better wear the white.” 

“It wants cleaning.” 

“Oh, Hetty \ I told you to give it to Davies.” 

“I forgot.” # 

“The blue, then? Is that all right?” 

“Yes, I think so. Part of it has burst out, I think.” 

Mrs. Spring, in silence, switched open Hetty’s wardrobe 
and took down the dress from its place in a row. 

“Where? Just show me.” 

Hetty pointed to a minute split under one arm. 

Mrs. Spring shook her head. “No, that will spread. 
You can’t wear this again, you must give it to Davies.” 

“Oh, can I? Excellent.” Hetty looked pleased. “She 
wants a new frock, she’s going to the Baths with Heyrick 
next week.” 

“Is she?” Mrs. Spring was interested, for she was a 
good mistress to her maids. She looked over her shoulder, 
while her hands were busily rummaging among the dresses. 
“Is she going to marry him, do you think?” 
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'^Oh, I would hardly say that they have got as far as that. 
She is always careful to tell me that he is not her Regular.** 

“Here . . . what about this?” Mrs. Spring pulled out a 
salmon-pink one. “Has she got a Regular?” 

“No. She says she is still turning them over She has 
Heyrick, and a policeman, and the new young postman.** 

“The red-haired one? Hetty, this will do. Just slip it 
on, will you, and we’ll see how it looks. I thjnk it will 
do very well when it’s pressed.” 

Hetty listlessly peeled off her dress and wriggled into the 
cloud of salmon-pink frills. 

“Do stand up, child, and don’t look as though you were 
going to a funeral. Don’t you want to go to-night?” 

Hetty shook her head. Her arms hung slackly at her 
sides, she stooped, and her whole posture expressed a 
lugubrious indifference to her fate. 

“Why not?” 

“It will be so tedious, and I dislike Bunny Andrews.” 

“Rubbish. He’s a charming boy. It’s just like you to 
take a dislike to one of the few really nice boys in the 
neighbourhood, for no reason. I suppose you would rather 
sit at home all evening, and frowst with a book.” 

“Indeed I would,” 

“Hetty, you’re a very discontented, ungrateful, tiresome 
girl, and very selfish too. Do you ever think that you might 
make life much pleasanter for me if you tried to be more 
like an ordinary girl? What do you expect to be like when 
you’re my age, if you’re so odd and unnatural now? You’ll 
never attract men, you know, or get a good time while 
you go on like this.” 

“I don’t want what you call a good time, thank you, 
nor do I wish to marry.” 

“What do you want to do then? — and don’t talk in that 
stupid drawl, it’s affected.” • 

“I want to go to College. I want to be educated. I want 
to meet interesting people. , And I want a job,” said Hetty, 
in a savagely careful voice as though she were repeating a 
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lesson. “And I see no reason — absolutely no reason at all. 
Aunt Edna, why I should not do those four things. That is 
why I don’t care for dancing or the Bunny Andrews of this 
world. But there is no point in prolonging this argument, 
is there? Shall I wear the gold shoes or the brown satin?” 

“The gold. No, you are not going to College; it’s a 
waste of time and you’d never pass the exams. You aren’t 
clever, like your mother was. One day you’ll thank me for 
having stopped you from wasting your time and money. 
Get Heyrick to cut you some of those Los Angeles roses ; 
they’ll just match your dress.” 

She hurried away, anxious not to quarrel further with 
Hetty, for the mention of her dead sister made her sad. 
This was not one of her good days, which was a nuisance, 
for she was looking forward to the Ball, where she would 
meet old acquaintances and show off her clothes and her 
good-looking son.-^ 

Meanwhile, at The Eagles, Mrs. Wither was slowly 
climbing to Viola’s room, her hand dragging along the 
polished mahogany stair-rail and upon her face the expres- 
sion worn by one who does an unpleasant duty. 

She was going to find out if Viola had The Proper 
Clothes. 

The idea that Viola might not have them had been put 
into her head, surprisingly, by Mr. Wither. Usually Mr. 
Wither took no interest in the wardrobe of his womenfolk, 
beyond telling them that they spent too much money on it ; 
but ever since Viola had come back from London with her 
hair cut in that untidy, vulgar mop, Mrs. Wither had 
noticed him keeping a very watchful eye upon his daughter- 
in-law. Mrs. Wither knew how he felt ; she felt like it, too. 
They could not be sure what Viola would do next; they 
could only be sure that they would not like it. Who would 
have thought that she Would come back from London with 
her hair like that, so conspicuous, so common^looking, so 
unlike the hair of all the nice girls living round about? 
It made her look a diflFerent person. Before she had it 
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done, when she came into the room no one noticed her, 
which was as it should be. Now everyone stared at her, 
which was very annoying. Even nowadays, when apparently 
all the old nice ways had gone for ever, a widow sh^iuld not 
be conspicuous. And Viola’s manner was different, too. 
She laughed more often, she seemed more self-amfident. 
Mr. and Mrs. Wither did not think this a change for the 
better. 

So, with all these ominous changes in mind, Mrs Wither 
quite agreed with Mr. Wither when he said that it might 
be a good idea just to find out what Viola was going to 
wear that night, in case it was “unsuitable.” By unsuitable, 
Mr. Wither meant likely to be stared at, cut very low with 
a very short skirt, red velvet with a lot of poppies on it, or 
something of that sort. 

Mrs. Wither knocked at Viola’s door. 

“Hullo?” said her rather muffled voice, “come in.” 

She was washing stockings in her basin, a habit of hers 
that Mrs. Wither much disliked ; a row of them was hanging 
half-way out of the window and two pairs of gloves were 
pinned to the curtains. 

She looked up and smiled. She had been crying. 

Mrs. Wither knew why. It was the anniversary of her 
father’s death, Tina had said yesterday. Mrs. Wither 
thought it wiser not to refer to this. She began : 

“There you are, dear. I just wanted to have a little 
talk with you about to-night. (Those could always go to the 
laundry, you know . , . they take such a long time to dry 
here. ... Oh dear! they are dripping on the floor.”) 

“I’ll put down a newspaper,” said Viola, and did. 

“Well, dear, now about to-night. What are you going 
to wear? I just want to make sure that our colour-schemes 
will not clash. Tina is wearing her brown, as you know, 
and Madge will be in green, and I shall be in wine-colour.” 

“Oh yes,” said Viola, in that new cool tone she seemed 
to have acquired with the loss of her hair. She went rather 
pink but said no more. A bagful of advice from Shirley, 
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and the knowledge that her new haircut was fashionable 
as well as startlingly distinguished, had hardened our Viola 
surprisingly. Inwardly, she might be the same girl; but 
outwardly she was not. 

*‘And what will you wear, dear?” pursued Mrs. Wither. 

“A frock,” giggled Viola. “At least, it would look 
rather odd if I didn't, wouldn't it?” 

Mrs. Wither smiled painfully. 

“What colour?” 

“Well . . .” Viola was wringing out a pair of stockings 
and sending splashes over the wall-paper. “As a matter of 
fact, it's a surprise, so I hope you won’t think me an awful 
pig if I don't tell you. I don't want anyone to see it until 
to-night.” 

“A surprise! That sounds very exciting,” said Mrs. 
Wither gloomily. (Red. It was sure to be bright red, with 
a lot of spangles and cut disgracefully low). 

“Yes, it js,” said Viola, smiling with happiness at the 
very thought of her frock. 

“Don’t you think, dear, you had better give me just a 
hint about the colour? Then the girls and 1 can be quite 
sure that we shan't clash.” 

“Oh, that’ll be all right,” off-handedly. 

“It is white, then? Or black?” 

A smiling shake of the head. 

“Well, I must just possess my soul in patience,” said 
Mrs. Wither, getting up, with a tight smile, “I am quite 
longing to see this wonderful frock.” 

“Oh it’s lovely , said Viola, earnestly. “It’s a — no, I 
won’t tell you! You wait till to-night.” 

Alone, she went over to the glass and began to comb 
the famous curls. She never tired of doing this, nor of 
studying her transformed face. Her chin was more pointed, 
her mouth pinker anU prettier, her eyes and eyebrows 
darker below their ash-blonde crown. She had small 
shapely ears; now they showed. Her head was a good 
shape; that was displayed too. Her neck was longer and 
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whiter than most girls* ; that had an innings as well . Best 
of all, she no longer looked what Shirley called moist 
She was demure yet gay, like a cherub on its night out. 

And all because she had said casually to Shirley, as they 
sat finishing their black-currant jelly sundaes at the Corner 
House, / must do something about my hair. Fm awfully fed 
up with it. Funny ^ only this mornings coming up in the train^ 
I was thinking about that picture in Dad*s old Shakespeare 
/ used to love when / was a kid, the one he always said / was 
called after, you know, the girl dressed like a boy nith her 
hair in curls all over her head. ThaFs how Fd love to have 
mine done. And Shirley had said, as casually, Well, why 
dorCt you? You've got a natural kink, haven't you, and you 
could have it permed to help it. Let's go and get it done 
after lunch. 

And after lunch they found a hairdresser with three hours 
to soare, off Oxford Street, and got it done. 

On, please, please, let Him be there, and let Him dance 
with me. 

Miss Barlow, thoughtfully rubbing a quiet but expensive 
toilet-water over her smooth arms at a quarter to eight that 
evening, in front of her mirror at Grassmere, thought what 
a bore this Bail was, and congratulated herself on having 
brought down for it a dress she had worn several times, 
which was not one of her favourites. There was no point 
in wasting a good dress on these people. No one would be 
there. Essex was a dowdy county; and the Dovewoods 
were frumps. Not an old title, six plain clever children, 
not much money, religious, a large, ugly, inadequately 
heated house. Who were the Dovewoods, that Miss Barlow 
should shine for them? 

Bang! on her door. 

“Phyl! Can you do something to this tie for me? I’ve 
s lgpdttfcre d two already.” • 

**^^f course.” She unhurriedly put on a house coat, and 
opened the door to Victor. , 

He was in shirt sleeves and dress trousers, with a fresh 
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white tie in one hand, and looked attractive, as a handsome 
man does in undress. There was an intimacy in the com- 
petent wifely way she took possession of the tie and began 
to adjust it that showed how old their friendship was and 
how naturally it would develop into marriage; anyone, 
seeing them thus, would have said that they were married 
already. 

“Keep still.” 

“You're tickling.” 

“Sorry.” 

“What’s that stuff you’ve got on? It’s good.” 

“My perfume, do you mean? English April I’m glad 
you like it.” 

Her brown smooth fingers moved deftly, switching the 
white s?rip into a correct butterfly of a bow. 

“There. How amusing — your still not being able to 
cope with a tie.” 

“I can usually; only to-night, lady. I’m kinda noivous.” 

He gave her a lightning kiss and went back laughing to 
his room. Phyllis was smiling, too, as she took off her 
coat and re-painted her lips. Victor was nice to-night. 
Sometimes he bored her, and sometimes he irritated her 
by coming the he-man, but to-night he was definitely 
attractive. As he laughed down at her, she was warmed by 
a sudden glow of feeling. She had been fixing ties for 
Victor since he was eighteen, and to-night she felt willing, 
even eager, to go on fixing them for him until he was 
sixty-eight. Good old boy; nice-looking, rich, go-ahead, 
first-class at his job and likely to get even better (and 
richer) as he got older. True, she had known him for so 
long that he was more like a brother than a possible 
husband, but at least she knew him thoroughly, and they 
liked the same things, the same sort of life. There would 
be no fear of their ending up after three years with a 
divorce. Phyllis took divorces for granted, of course; if a 
thing wouldn’t work, it wouldn’t; but she did not want her 
own marriage to end in one. Divorces were rather bad 
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Style, really ; it was smarter and newer to have one liusband 
for a long time and be seen about with him. Children were 
smart, too : but there were limits. I don’t spoil my figure 
for anyone, thank you. 

All the same, it would be fun, being married U* Victor. 

The Ball began at eight o’clock, and the common herd, 
determined to have its money’s worth, was there on the 
tick ; but the quality never arrived until nine or even later, 
thereby creating the impression that their lives were such a 
dervish whirl of gaiety that what was the Infirmary .Ball 
to them? 

To Viola, in a fever of impatience to get there and begin 
damcing, the Withers seemed to crawl through dinner 
(lighter than usual, because of the Refreshments they would 
take at the Ball) ; but at last it was over, and they all went 
out into the splendid light of evening, where the car waited 
with Saxon holding open the door. The green heads of the 
oaks on the other side of the road glowed^ above dark 
bushes in the drive, the sky was peaceful gold, the air 
smelled of wild flowers and dust. A cloud of gnats moved 
up and down, up and down. The ghostly moon was rising, 
huge in the east over the far-oflT sea. 

The ladies settled themselves, Viola wrapped from neck 
to toes in a large old velvet cloak that had been Shirley’s 
which successfully hid the surprise dress. There had been 
a number of sour jokes because she wore the cloak during 
dinner. Mr. Wither, exhaling a strong odour of moth-balls, 
seated himself with creaks, posed his hands upon his knees 
and counted the flock. 

“Where is Madge?” demanded Mr. Wither, resignedly. 

“She won’t be long, dear.” 

“She’s just saying good night to Polo,” said Viola, and 
even as she spoke, a voice could be heard crying heartily: 
“Good dog! Good dog! Lie down, sir. Back soon,” 
which manly words did not at all conceal the emotion in 
the speaker’s tone. Then Madge appeared at the double, 
looking enormous in bright green. 
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Tina made room for her. Tina was trying not to look 
at Saxon ; and wondering if he thought she looked pretty 
in her chiffon dress of silver, brown and grey, like a moth. 

“Now, if we arc all here, we may as well go,” said Mr. 
Wither awfully, putting back his watch into his pocket. 

“The Assembly Rooms.” The car moved off. 

“ Good Heavens, it’s still afternoon ! Are you sure it’s 
really nine, Victor? Hetty, is that bit of hair meant?” 
Two cool fingers sharply pulled Hetty’s rat’s-tail. “That’s 
a good dress; I’ve seen it before, haven’t I?” 

“So have I yours; you had it last year,” retorted Hetty, 
stooping into the car and raising her voice as Miss Barlow 
disappeared into the other with Victor. Hetty looked 
despairingly at the two faces confronting her: her aunt’s 
delicately painted, middle-aged, cheerful and tired; young 
Mr. Andrew’s, a mere vacuity, so many insignificant 
features grouped meaninglessly upon a frame of bones. 
She wonderc;d if his own mother would know him in a 
crowd. Then she wondered what would Dr. Johnson have 
said of a face like that? The comers of her mouth went up 
and she felt better. 

“The Assembly Rooms,” said Mrs. Spring. 

With Victor driving his own, the two cars moved off. 



CHAPTER XII 


W HEN the Springs’ party arrived, the Ball was well 
away, and the rooms were full. Three hundred laugh- 
ing, chattering people in their best clothes weie there, 
exhilarated by swift movement to music and by the Dove- 
wood Cup, which had been tasted by Mr. Joe knoedler 
and the Boys and pronounced, in amazed voices, to be not 
so bad. (Alcohol, in short, could be detected therein.) , 
The ladies went at once to the cloakroom to repair the 
ravages caused by the drive, while Victor and Mr. Andrews, 
having parked the cars, awaited them in the ve stibule . 

The vestibule had yellow stucco columns, a shabby red 
carpet with settees to match, and busts of musicians all 
over it ; the Rooms had been locally famous for a series of 
concerts during the 1880’s. Behind the tall swing doors, 
Victor could see the dancers and hear the music swell 
and die as the doors swung open; and as he was staring 
idly, wondering if Knoedler’s Boys were coming up to 
scratch and how soon he could go home, he saw some- 
thing familiar drifting past the glass panels. It was a girl’s 
head, covered with short fair curls. 

There she is! he thought, recognizing her with an excite- 
ment that amused him. So she is local produce! Who’s 
that with her? No one I know. Rather a tick. Not tall 
enough for her. She looks a bit down. What a peach. 
I wonder who she’s staying with? 

Viola was, in fact, a bit down. She had arrived at the 
Ball on tip-toe, quivering with happiness and excitement 
and longing to dance. The long wall-mirrors told her that 
she was transformed into a tall, silver-headed belle in a 
floating dress of palest blue pleated chiffon, with a dark-red 
sash like a little girl’s. Everyone was staring at her; lots of 
t 157 
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people had waved and said, “Hullo, Vi! I didn’t recognize 
you. I like your hair!” and gone on staring at her as they 
danced away. 

And Mrs. Wither had approved her frock, after all, 
though she did say that it must be rather chilly, with no 
sleeves and no back and not much front, and even Mr. 
Wither, revolving slowly in a corner with Mrs. Wither on 
a square foot of floor, had said that it was pretty (he was so 
relieved that it was not red and very short and all over 
spangles, that he was prepared to like anything) and Tina 
had opened her big eyes exceedingly wide and said, “ Hul-lo! 
and where did that come from? If that isn’t a Rose-Berthe, 
I don’t know anything about clothes,” and Viola, hopping 
with glee, had said triumphantly that it was a Rosc-Berthe, 
reduced In successive sales and sold at last to Shirley by a 
friend who kept a dress shop, and Shirley had sold it to 
Viola for — “ Well, I haven’t any money left now, but never 
mind!” and away Viola had skimmed, like a pale blue 
angel, and dived into the heart of the Ball . . where there 
was no one romantic to dance with her. 

There were only local boys, red-handed and would-be 
funny^ or Doctor Parsham, sixty and stout, who said 
that such a lovely lady must spare him a dance, only the 
son of the chemist whose family had kept shop in the 
Market Place for two hundred years, who was contemptuous 
about the Infirmary Ball and well-informed about slums in 
Glasgow, only a spotty young house-agent whose father 
had known Viola’s father, and a number of other persons 
of that sort. 

The Withers did not at all like Viola dancing with these 
people, but they kept on coming up on the slightest excuses 
and asking her for dances and the music was so enticing, 
the floor so good, that she could not bear to sit out most 
of the dances, as Tina^and Madge were doing; and as the 
Withers knew so few young men, they could not blame 
Viola if she found her own partners. 

There was a number of young male gentry there, but, 
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like Victor, they had come with their own parties a:vd had 
to look after the girls in them. It was many years since 
local young men had occasionally cultivated the ac .juaint- 
ance of the Withers because of Tina, and now there was 
no reason why the Withers should know any youn. men, 
so they did not. Viola was a widow; widows should not 
need young men, thought Mr. and Mrs. Wither, though 
it was true that no one would think Viola a widov* . from 
the way she behaved. 

So Viola’s excitement slowly died away, and she began 
to feel sad as she bumped round in the grasp of the young 
house-agent. Mr. Spring (she now thought of him, in her 
subdued mood, as Mr. Spring) had not come. She was 
taller than most of the women there, she could see, as she 
was bumped round, the four corners of the large .room and 
the glass door leading into the vestibule, but there was no 
handsome head of bright brown hair like a young soldier’s, 
no wide shoulders and white tie. 

Her gaze moved mournfully to the buffet in the next 
room. No, he was not there, either. 

“Cheer up,” said a low masculine voice, and there was 
Mr. Knoedler himself, gazing immovably up at her while 
he blew down some instrument belonging to one of the 
Boys. ‘‘Hasn’t he shown up?” 

Viola went very pink, and laughed. 

“Now, isn’t that just too bad,” murmured he, blowing 
softly into the instrument, then handing it back to the Boy, 
and going up again on to the conductor’s little platform. 
He put on a silly hat, and the young house-agent whirled 
Viola away. 

This incident was o bserve d by Mr. Wither, where he 
revolved in his corner, this time with Mrs. Colonel Phillips. 
Smiling at the Band. Very bad form ; all of a piece, though. 
Shopgirl. Breeding would out. Round and round went 
Mr. Wither, quite enjoying himself. Catchy tune, that. 
Tum-te-tum, tum-te-tum-tum. 

Suddenly — there he was! * Bright brown head, wide 
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shoulders, hazel eyes with their quick summing-up look, 
just moving into the dance with — oh lord! — the marvellous 
girl who had been in the car that day. Viola’s heart soared 
then sank. Of course. She ought to have known that he 
would come with a partner, and dance with her most of 
the evening. Had Miss Franklin come too? She was 
Viola’s only hope. If she came up and spoke to Viola, and 
the two parties mingled, then there was just a chance. . . . 

Meanwhile she had come round to the Band again, and 
to her horror Mr. Knoedler, looking very solemn, jerked a 
thumb at Victor, then slowly winked. 

Nearly sinking through the floor (horrid, beastly little 
man, how did he know?) she haughtily turned her head 
away, instead (as she instantly realized she should have done) 
of smilingly shaking it, but out of the comer of her eye she 
could see Mr. Knoedler laughing as he put on another 
silly hat. 

Victor was also glancing round casually as she turned 
(she had a faint impression that he was looking for someone 
and trying not to show it) and their eyes met. For the first 
time, they looked full at one another; for so long that their 
locked glance grew into a steady gaze. His expression was 
cool and steady, taking in every detail of her face and dress. 
Under her alarm and pleasure because he was looking at 
her at all, she had a dim feeling that she did not like his look. 
It was sort of . . . she did not know what, but she did not 
quite like it. 

They moved away in the mazes of the dance, which 
almost immediately ended, and while Viola stood dutifully 
clapping beside the house-agent, she felt, with that unease 
we have all at some time experienced, that someone else 
was staring at her, and turned to see whom it might be. 

She encountered — though it was immediately removed 
from her — the gaze of the bright dark eyes she had first 
met in the car that stormy afternoon. Victor’s girl (for thus 
unwillingly she thought of her) had been stealthily but 
avidly taking in her person, from sandals to curls. As Viola 
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watched, she said something to her partner, am! they 
moved over to the band and began talking to Joe and the 
Boys, who seemed pleased to see them. 

The house-agent escorted Viola back to her party, which 
seemed to have made a sort of Wither-den for itself on a 
settee under a dusty palm in a corner. However, thev were 
cheerful enough. Tina had been dancing with Giles 
Bellamy, the eldest Dovewood boy, and Madge had been 
secured for supper by Colonel Phillips, to whom she could 
talk about Polo and Polo’s parents. Mr. Wither was to 
take Mrs. Colonel Phillips to supper, Mrs. Wither was 
going in with Sir Henry Maxwell (whose mother was 
mercifully prevented by age from being there) and Tina 
with the Dovewood boy. Only Viola was partnerless for 
the supper dance. This was generally felt to be a shame. 
Why had Viola let the house-agent slip away? Viola sat 
on the settee, staring among the groups in hope of seeing 
Hetty Franklin, and catching her eye. 

“Het,” said Victor in a low tone, as he stood with his 
cousin at the far end of the room, “do you know the girl 
with the red belt?” 

Hetty silently pointed, four times, to four girls with red 
belts within a few feet of them. 

“Not like that — a wide thing — sort of a sash, I suppose 
you’d call it. Blue dress. Short curly hair. Fair.” 

“No,” said his cousin helpfully, “I cannot say that 
I do.” 

“I want an introduction,” grinning. 

She looked at him pensively. It would relieve the tedium 
of the evening if Victor flirted with someone and annoyed 
Miss Barlow. 

“Show her to me and I will see what can be done. I 
might pretend we were at school together, if that would 
gratify you?” ^ 

“ I can’t see her just for . . . yes, there she is. Right 
over there under that palm, with some other people ... a 
fat woman in green ...” • 
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Hetty peered short-sightedly but could see nothing but 
a pale blur on a darker ground. 

“I will go and investigate,” she announced, beginning to 
move across the room. “Where’s Aunt Edna? Oh — with 
the Dovewoods . . . you come slowly behind me and 
oblige me, please, by not pouncing^ as you invariably do 
when I do this kind of thing for you . . . where’s Phyl?” 

“Over there with Andrews. Get a move on, she’s looking 
this way.” 

“ The sno\^' leopard stared from her narrow head. 
Neglecting for the prey that onward sped 
The prey beneath her talon, not yet dead.*' 

muttered Hetty. “ Hurry, do.” 

Thdy moved quickly across the room, and the crowd 
closed on them, shutting them from Miss Barlow’s view. 
She saw where they were going, but she was not seriously 
concerned. Victor might stare at a young and very, pretty 
girl withoojt injuring Phyllis’s position or making her 
jealous, because she considered her position so secure that 
Victor might be allowed a little rope. 

All the same, when Victor stared at a girl, Phyllis liked 
to know what there was to stare at; and she admitted to 
herself that Viola was stareworthy. That was a very good 
dress; and the hair was good too. She had distinction, 
and the soft, childish charm that big men found enchanting. 
It soon goes, thought Miss Barlow coldly, watching Victor 
and Hetty. 

“No.” Hetty shook her head as she approached the girl 
on the sofa, and spoke over her shoulder to her cousin. 
“I don’t, Victor. It will have to be reminiscences of the 
fifth form, I fear.” 

“Well, she knows you, anyway. She’s smiling at you,” 
muttered he, thinking, what a pretty smile it was. 

Indeed?” Hetty peered closer, and suddenly said, “Of 
course.” 

She went up to Viola with her hand held out. ”Mrs. 
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Wither. How nice to sec you here. You know mv' cousin, 
do you not?” standing a little aside so that he could come 
forward. “Victor, you remember Mrs. Wither? We gave 
her a lift, some weeks ago, on that stormy afterm on. We 
did not quite recognize you at first,” smiling and glancing 
at'Viola’s head. 

“Of course,” Victor said easily, looking d( wn into 
Viola’s eyes and feeling a little disappointed because she was 
a girl he had already met, transformed by a new Irock and 
a new way of doing her hair, ”1 remembered yim, but I 
couldn’t be sure where we’d met.” 

Viola said nothing. She was overwhelmed. She gave him 
her hand, smiled, looked down at her sandals, and was 
mute. She could not have done a wiser thing; his touch’ of 
disillusion faded under the charm of her silence and he 
looked at her with renewed interest. 

Hetty meanwhile was talking to Tina, being presented to 
Mr. .Wither (whom she regarded as the most interesting 
person at the Ball, an alluringly neurotic blend of old 
Mr. Barrett, late of Wimpole Street, and old Mr. Gosse, 
the father of Edmund) and his wife, and being asked by 
Madge if she were fond of dogs. 

“Do you dance much?” asked Victor, lounging by 
Viola’s side, scarcely troubling to talk to her as though she 
were an adult. As well as being a shopgirl, and the widow 
of a chap like Wither, she seemed to have no conversation 
and to be overwhelmed by his, Victor’s, glory. Yet in spite 
of behaving like a kid of fifteen, there was something 
taking about that little face on top of that long slender 
body. He stared approvingly at her very white arms, which 
had the texture of a child’s. And he liked her being over- 
whelmed by his glory; it amused him, but it also flattered 
him. Women who were awed by masculine splendour were 
not found at every dance nowadajrs. He did not think all 
this out clearly ; he was only aware that he rather enjoyed 
sitting next to her and making her blush. 

“Not very much, but I’m simply erstsy about it.” She 
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then went pink in a panic because he might think she wanted 
him to dance with her. 

“You’re enjoying yourself to-night then, I expect,” 
indulgently. 

“Oh yes, very much. I’ve been looking forward to it for 
ages. Well . . . that is, I hoped 1 was coming, only I didn’t 
know until a few days ago that Mr. Wither (that’s my father- 
in-law, over there with Miss — your cousin) had got me a 
ticket, and ever since then I’ve been looking forward to it.” 

Yes ... of course, she was a widow. He had forgotten 
that. She looked the very image of innocence, she talked 
like a schoolgirl, but widows were not innocent. However 
young and simple a widow might seem, you could not get 
away from the fact that widows, presumably, were not . . . 
Well, this girl was actually more experienced than old Phyl. 

And she had been a shopgirl, married Wither for his 
money, and knew how to dress. 

Victor gave up trying to make conversation, bent his 
head a little lower as he leaned against the red plush of the 
settee and murmured : 

“I like the way you’ve done your hair. New, isn’t it?” 

She did not answer, but her hands moved nervously, 
and as she stared down at the tip of her sandal, there slowly 
grew on her mouth a proud, shy little smile. It was so 
enchanting that Victor, to his own amazement, experienced 
a strong wave of desire. He moved a little nearer to her 
and muttered : 

“Will you give me the next dance?” 

“But it’s the supper dance?” Narrow grey eyes glanced 
at him, wide with alarm and hope. 

“Oh . . . is it . . . ?” a little disconcerted. He had that 
with Phyl. 

She nodded seriously. The supper dance — everyone knew 
that the supper dance was the most important one of the 
evening, because one was taken in to supper with the person 
one danced it with, and had them to oneself all through 
the supper. 
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“Oh . . . well, I’m booked for that I’m afraid. But what 
about — here, let me see your programme.” 

She gave it to him obediently. The last part )f it was 
almost empty. 

“How about seventeen? That’s the first da ice after 
supper. It’s a waltj ^.” 

(A waltz!) 

“Oh yes, thank you.” 

“Thank you."' He scribbled V.S. against the number, 
not foreseeing that the little white and gold pi )gramme 
would some hours later accompany Mrs. Wither i ) bed. 

“Now 1 must get back. I’m afraid.” His hand squeezed 
hers for an unbelievable second, he smiled at her, got. up 
and looked round for his cousin. 

“Your house must be very quiet, lying off the main 
road,” Hetty was observing to Mr. Wither. They were 
discussing the conveniences and inconveniences of living in 
the country and in town; and Hetty was hoping to lure 
Mr. Wither into making some Gosse-Barrett remark on the 
lines of “all-the-quieter-to-beat-my-daughters-in.” But 
Mr. Wither (like too many other persons who are supposed, 
by romantics, to be romantic) was not coming up to scratch. 

“Yes, very quiet,” droned Mr. Wither. 

“But I suppose,” pursued Hetty, not supposing anything 
of the sort, “that you often have friends to stay. Wc do. 
It makes a pleasant change.” 

“Yes,” said Mr. Wither. “No; that is, no. No, we do 
not often have people to stay with us. It upsets things.” 
And Mr. Wither gave a short, disagreeable laugh. “Not 
like you young people, always wanting Change and Excite- 
ment.” 

“Oh no. ... I prefer a quiet life,” protested Hetty. 
“I am devoted to reading. Do you read much, Mr. 
Wither?” Eor she was always interested to know what 
people read, supposing erroneously that their books were a 
pointer to their characters. 

Mr. Wither reflected for a little while. Then he said “ No.” 


G 
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“Oh . . . what do you read then, when you do?” 

“Detective stories,” said Mr. Wither. “Very good story 
1 read the other day by that chap — can’t think of his name 
for the minute. Always writes about the same detective. 
Cripple. Pushed along in a chair by a nigger boxer. Very 
far-fetched, but it makes good reading. Light, y’know. Don’t 
want anything heavy when you settle down after dinner.” 

“No,” said Hetty, dreamily. Nothing heavy. Not 
Shelley, with wings and bright mist ; not Shakespeare, mossy 
Greek columns in an English wood; not Keats, a wreath 
of peonies on Midsummer Eve. . . . 

“Het, we’d better be getting back,” said Victor. “How 
do. you do,” to Mr. Wither. 

Mr. Wither nodded, almost affably. Young Spring must 
be wortli a very pretty penny indeed. Mr. Wither hoped 
that Viola had not been taking up young Spring’s time 
with silly gossip. He sat gazing complacently as young 
Spring and his cousin walked away. Mr. Wither was not 
envious of those who were richer than he ; he liked people 
to have a great deal of money because it gave him a wafm, 
safe, respectable feeling. Surely, where there was money, 
nothing very bad could happen. Death seemed far away 
to-night to Mr. Wither. He was enjoying the ball; he 
wondered what there would be for supper. 

“I suppose we must stay and eat?” said Phyllis to Victor, 
as they moved round in the supper dance. “Surely we’ve 
been here long enough. It seems like five hours.” 

“Oh, I’m rather enjoying it.” He smiled impudently 
down at her, for he knew exactly why her tone was petulant. 

She had to laugh, but she was annoyed as well as bored. 

“Oh, of course, if it’s like that. I should hate to take 
the Great Lover off the trail. I’ll stay exactly half an hour 
more, and then I shall get Andrews or Bill Courtney to take 
me home.” Bill was an old acquaintance of the Springs who 
lived just outside Chesterbourne. 

“Just as you like,” he said easily. He did not mind 
what she did. They were not engaged yet; and he had 
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always resented her attempts to a ppropriate lim. She 
might as well put Reserved” on himf^d do e with it. 

As for the little widow, she must know what s ie was up 
to, and she had a grand technique that was a n. w one on 
him. And all that had been wasted on Wi her! who 
wouldn’t know what to do with it when he got it 

Viola went in to supper with the chemist’s d ^agreeable 
son, and sat in a dream while he told her about a :ascinating 
scheme the Government had for preventing d ains from 
smelling. The smell would still be there but it would be 
used to turn electric fans or something so as to blow itself 
away. Every fragment of smell would be used up. A 
scientist had worked it all out, with charts, said the chernist’s 
son, glowing. It was called the Principle of Self-consump- 
tion, or words to that effect. 

Viola nodded, staring at him and not hearing a word. 

Tina sat listening intelligently to Giles Bellamy’s mono- 
logue, which was interesting, and longed for the time to go 
home, when she would leave the hot noisy ’ballroom and 
go out into the summer night, to find Saxon waiting in the 
car, and he would drive her home through the dark lanes 
smelling of dew. She wondered, too, how he was spending 
his evening. There would hardly be time to drive home to 
the cottage at the cross-roads and then come back to the 
Assembly Rooms; besides, her father would have forbidden 
such a waste of petrol. He had probably gone to the 
pictures, alone. Her imagination refused to show her Saxon 
in a dark hall with a girl’s head on his shoulder. 

The lights and the smiling, flushed faces all around made 
her eyes ache, and Giles Bellamy's pleasant voice, telling 
her an amusing story about Wengen, jarred on her nerves 
like a slight but noticeable pain. She compared him with 
Saxon, and found him unmasculine and insipid. For the first 
time she felt the disadvantage of Joving a common man, a 
servant. He had driven them to the Ball ; and vanished back 
into his own life of which she knew nothing, and when 
he reappeared to drive thfem home, she would not be able 
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to guess how he had spent the hours of his absence, because 
all the men she knew were gentlemen, whose ways of pass- 
ing the time she knew about, or could guess at with a 
chance of being right. But of common men she knew 
nothing; and she began to feel unhappy. 

In fact, Saxon was at a near-by pub, innocently employed 
in playing snooker. 

‘‘And how is Hugh liking India?” asked Madge of 
Colonel Phillips. Now that one had Polo waiting at home, 
safe in his kennel, growing daily larger, more obedient, 
and more satisfactory in every possible way, things^'Wfe 
so much jollier that one could ask Colonel Phillips quite 
cheerfully and naturally how Hugh was liking India, and 
hear without making an ass of oneself (or at least, not so 
much of an ass as one used to) that, apart from the niggers 
and the climate, Hugh seemed to be having a very good 
time. He’d got his tennis and his swimming and his cricket 
and his polo, and in his last letter he said that there was 
just a chance of his regiment getting a look-in at the 
Waziristan show, if all went well. Here Mrs. Colonel 
Phillips confided to Madge that she, Mrs. Colonel Phillips, 
hoped to hear in Hugh’s next letter that she was a grand- 
mother. 

Madge expressed delight, only just refraining from 
slapping Mrs. Colonel Phillips on the back. 

(I wonder if Polo’ll be awake when we get in? Perhaps 
he’ll bark. Father oughtn’t to mind if he does; it’ll show 
he’s going to be a good house-dog. Who’d want a baby 
when they could have a dog?) 

Supper was over. People began to move back to the 
ballroom, and Viola glanced round to see if she could find 
Victor. Yes, there he was, talking to the marvellous girl, 
who was standing in the doorway with a young man. 

In a minute, thought Viola, I shall be dancing with him. 

‘‘Can 1 have this one?” said the chemist’s well-informed 
son, morosely. 

‘‘Thanks, awfully, but I’ve got it with Mr. Spring.” 
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She made this sound like a line of poetry. “Periaps ” 

but she stopped. Perhaps Victor would wan the next 
dance, as well ; it would never do to promise it away. 

“I shan’t be five minutes, Phyl; you might j ist as well 
wait,” Victor was saying irritably. “You don’t '^ant to go, 
do you Bill?” 

“Oh rather, if Phyl does.” 

“Well, I must go, or my partner’ll think I’m g nng to cut 
it. Good night. Bill — thanks very much.” 

Thanks very much for taking Phyl off my hanc s. Thanks 
for putting up with her bad temper on the wav home, for 
soothing her in the car, for lighting her a cigarette and 
mixing her a drink and sitting with her in the moonlight 
until I get back. 

Where’s my Merry Widow? 

She was standing a little forlornly against the wall, 
looking his way. He waved and nodded reassuringly as he 
went over to Joe Knoedler, and said something which Mr. 
Knoedler, standing on his little platform, inclined his head 
to hear. Then Victor came down towards Viola, smiling. 

Thank god Phyl had cleared out. He had di)ne his duty 
by asking her to stop, but now if he wanted to hold the 
Merry Widow close as they danced, no one would care. 
They might stare, but they would not care. His mother 
had gone into a huddle with Lady Dovewood, he could not 
see Hetty, and young Andrews was well away with some 
girl or other. He did not care in the least what they all 
thought, but somehow he found hiihself looking to see 
what they were all doing before he put his arm round 
Viola and they moved away into the dance. 

It was an exciting melody, slow and dreamy and strong, 
with the swaying rhythm beating through it like the sea 
under showers of foam. Round and round they swung, 
Viola’s flying sandals obediently following his lead the 
fraction of an instant after it. She had no will, no thoughts, 
she knew no past and no future, going with him as lightly 
as a flower, her sash fluttering out and the pleats of her 
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frock flying, her eyes half-shut and her lips parted in a 
little smile of happiness. He held her very close and looked 
down at her, but she did not once look up at him. The 
exquisite pleasure of swift movement to music was like a 
drug, and though she felt his arm holding her ever closer, 
and saw the firm line of his chin and mouth just above the 
level of her eyes, she was so lost in delight that she did not 
realize she was waltzing with Victor Spring. It only seemed 
that she had been waiting, all her life, for this moment. 

The tune swayed on, pulling the dancers irresistibly like 
the moon dragging the tides of spring. People glanced at 
one another and laughed, and waded into the ocean of 
music as the moonlit bathers had gone out into the silver- 
green sea. Round and round, white crinolines swaying 
like the bells of flowers, cloaks swinging gallantly from 
young shoulders. The music swelled and fell as the waves 
of warm, moon-swayed water rolled round and round, 
and the dancers dreamed that life was beautiful, in a world 
toppling with monster guns and violent death. 

The white crinolines whirled and the music grew faster : 
she spun^in his arms with closed eyes, clinging to him in the 
dragging waves of the moon-moved sea in which she was 
drowning. Oh let this go on for ever — but the music 
clashed to its close. 

“Thank you,” muttered Victor, wiping his forehead, 
staring at her ecstatic face. 

“Oh, that was lovely she cried, eagerly joining in the 
clapping that broke oiit on all sides. “How beautifully 
you dance. . . .” 

“Just thinking the same about you. . . 

“I’ve never enjoyed anything so much. . . 

People were clapping louder. “’Core! ’Core!” they 
shouted impatiently. 

“Oh, let’s have it again^” cried Viola, clapping until her 
hands stung and standing on tiptoe to shout “’Core! 
’Core!” at Mr. Knoedler. 

But Mr. Knoedler, that dedicated artist, did not person- 
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ally care for waltzes. When asked to play a certain waltz 
by a rich young man like Mr. Spring, who wjts a patron 
of the Cardinal Club where Mr. Knoedler and the Boys 
mostly worked, Mr. Knoedler obliged. But Mr. Knoedler’s 
own taste was for Swing, and whacky at that, and into Swing 
he now burst, hauling the Boys along with him 

“Oh . . .” said Viola, disappointed; and ai that very 
moment, like the stroke of twelve in the beinu ^d ears of 
Cinderella, there sounded in her ear the voice of M rs. Wither.- 

“Viola, dear,” said Mrs. Wither, standing disapprovingly 
at her elbow and putting two fingers on her arm. “Mr. 
Wither would like to speak to you for a moment.” 

-Aw, scram, you old prune, thought Mr. Knoedler, 
scowling at Mrs. Wither, for he had fallen heavily for 
Viola, and he conducted harder than ever, hoping that the 
violence of Swing would drive Mrs. Wither away. 

But Mrs, Wither stayed, her fingers upon Viola’s arm, 
smiling dimly upon young Mr. Spring, who being also 
much moved by the dance and desiring to dance again, was 
wishing her in the hottest nook in hell. 

“Oh . . .” said Viola, dismayed, glancing at Victor. 
“But . . .” 

They were in grave danger, by this time, of being knocked 
endways-up by the Swing addicts (Chesterbourne had 
flown straight for Swing like a homing bird) so they edged 
their way to the wall, and into the arms of Mrs. Spring 
and Hetty, who had been trying to get to Victor but were 
afraid of Swing. 

“Victor, I’m so sorry, but I shall have to go home,” 
said his mother quickly in a low tone, smiling and bowing 
pleasantly to Mrs. Wither. (“ How do you do ; we haven’t 
met since our Committee days, have we?”) Can you come 
at once? I really do feel rather seedy.” 

“Of course,” he said, instancy suppressing irritation 
and desire, and moving towards his mother to give her 
his arm. “You’ve got your things — that’s right. Will you 
be all right with Het whild I get the car?” 
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“Of course. ""Good night, Mrs. Wither,” shouting 
courteously across the heads of two or three Swing-ites, 
“so nice to have seen you again. We must . . 

The dancers shut them off. 

Victor turned to smile at Viola, but she had turned away. 
He looked back over his shoulder long enough, however, 
to see her turn again and to smile at her, and give her an 
impudent Ac/Y-flick with his hand. At that, Viola’s face 
brightened, too, in a smile; and then they were both (in 
spite of the ruthless selfishness of contemporary youth) 
borne away by old women to whom they owed affection 
and duty. 

“Mr. Wither is not cross with you, dear, about dancing 
to (hat tune,” began Mrs. Wither gently, as Viola steered 
her across the floor, “but he just wants you to come and sit 
quietly with us for the next two or three dances. You look 
so hot.” 

“ What tune? ” asked Viola, still dazed by the strong magic 
of the waltz. ' 

“The waltz, dear. It was not — well, a very wise thing to 
do, Mr. Wither thinks. Of course, we quite understand 
that it was difficult for you to refuse to dance when Mr. 
Spring asked you, but that tune ” 

""What tune?” demanded Viola, quite crossly for her. 
“The waltz, do you mean? Why shouldn’t I dance to it? 
Is there something wrong with it?” 

She was trying to remember the name of the waltz, but 
there were two waltzes whose titles she always confused. 
One was the Beautiful Blue Danube, 

“Didn’t you know, dear? But you must have, Viola. 
Everybody knows The Merry Widow. That’s why Mr. 
Wither thinks you’d better come for a little while and sit 
quietly with us.” 



CHAPTER XIII 


I T was all over and everybody was going home. It had 
been, as usual, a huge success : and Lady Dovewood was 
telling everyone so, thereby increasing their co' tent and 
softening the regret naturally felt at the end of a delightful 
evening. 

But the choicest wine can contain bits of cork, and some 
of the local crab-apples were departing sourly. The 
chemist’s son thought the whole affair a sinful waste of 
money and time. Why had he been fool enough to go? 
Women never liked him. Roll on, the Revolution. And 
Mrs. Wither was seriously displeased with Viola, who had 
made herself doubly conspicuous by her hair and by 
waltzing in that way, to that tune, with Mr. Spring; while 
Tina and Madge had their own reasons for being glad that 
the evening was ended. 

But Mr. Wither was sorry. Mr. Wither had enjoyed the 
Ball, and as he stepped creakingly into the car, helped 
respectfully by Saxon, he was actually humming a tune, 
and it was not until his glance fell upon Viola, wrapped in 
her big cloak, and looking dreamy, that he realized what 
tune it was, and stopped. 

Yes, of course, Viola had been very indiscregL,^ very 
unwise to dance like that. Drawing attentToin to herself, 
making herself conspicuous. So Common. Vulgar, even. 
Throwing herself aTyCiUTlg Spring’s head. But there, what 
else could be expected? Poor Theodore; perhaps it was as 
well he went when he did. 

Viola, brought back to this world as violently as a 
suddenly aroused sleepwalker, sat staring out at the streets 
of Chesterbourne, moving noiselessly past the windows of 
the car. Mean cottages made into garages, thin, shaky 
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Queen Anne houses, stucco villas, the gold and crimson of 
Woolworth’s were washed into beauty and mystery by 
blue-pouring moonlight. Dad died two years ago to-day; 
I oughtn’t to be so happy. It was heavenly. If I shut my 
eyes (she did so, turning her face to the blanched streets 
so that no one might see) I can feel it all again. 

I wonder if I’ll ever see him again — to talk to, I mean? 

Victor, having a last drink with Phyl and Hetty in the 
drawing-room before going up to bed, was thinking, among 
other things, that he wanted very much to see her again, 
but that it would be wiser not to, especially as he intended 
to get formally engaged to Phyl next month. No girl had 
made him feel as Viola had done since that Welsh grrl 
four years ago. That affair had come to an inevitable and 
satisfying^ climax, because the Welsh girl was a rover without 
background, who knew her way about, but a young widow, 
living half a mile away with her husband’s people, was a 
very different matter. 

No, it won’t do, thought Victor twenty minutes later, 
pulling off the tie that Phyllis had arranged for him, and 
wishing that it would. 

That was very rude of Phyllis, going off like that with 
Bill, thought Mrs. Spring, lying in bed with her face thinly 
covered by a nourishing cream costing twelve and sixpence 
a pot and wishing that she did not feel so ill. Even if she 
was bored, and annoyed with Victor for dancing with that 
pretty girl in pale blue, she ought not to have gone. I 
couldn’t say anything, of course, but I think she saw I 
didn’t like it. Even with such old friends as we are, she 
ought not to have done it. It’s no use^ she wears her 
things very well, of course, but I can’t really like her at 
all. 

In fact, Phyllis was also regretting that she had given way 
to her boredom and irritation by going home. The rest of 
the party had returned to Grassmere only half an hour after 
she had, which had not only robbed her gesture of its effect 
but had done poor Bill, who was in love with her, out of 
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an hour or two alone with her. She might just as well have 
stayed at the Ball. 

It had been silly, too, to let Victor see that si e minded 
his making a dead set at that girl with the c irly hair. 
I ought to know by this time (thought Phyllis, cohering her 
face with a thin layer of cream costing six and ixpence a 
pot) that Victor loathes me to behave as thou -h we are 
married. But he needn’t think Tm going to stand for 
curly-haired lovelies when we are. Oh no. It nakes me 
look a fool, and I won’t stand for that from anvone. 

He’ll get over it. I can always tell when old Victorious 
is in a state; he tries so hard noi to let one see! Shouldn’t 
think it’ll come to an affair; he surely wouldn’t start 
anything with a common little thing like that, living prac- 
tically next door? 

Anyv/ay, he’d better not. 

She got into bed and snapped off the light. 

When the party arrived at The Eagles, the maids (with 
Mrs. Wither’s permission) had gone to bed, but they had 
left a cool drink and sandwiches in the morning-room, 
whither everybody would repair to take a little something 
and discuss the evening’s events. 

’‘Good night, Saxon.” 

’’Good night, sir; good night, Madam.” 

He stood correctly by the door, holding it open as they 
came out one by one. Mr. Wither, Mrs. Wither, Madge, 
Viola, Tina. 

“Good night, Saxon.” 

’’Good night. Miss Tina.” 

She did not look at him. The moonlight, the stillness 
of the woods, the solemn glimmer of tiny stars, acted 
powerfully upon her senses. How pure the moonlit air 
smelled! moving very slowly across miles of country where 
hawthorn and bean-blossom, orchards and gardens, could 
yet out-perfume the towns and garages, as they had con- 
quered the middens of Charles Il’s day. The old earth 
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keeps her sweetness. And I have to go indoors, to bed, 
thought Tina, with all this beauty outside, I should like 
to drive all night, away to the sea. She could hear, in 
fancy, the long waves rolling in. 

Mr. Wither shut the front door. 

“Oh dear, I am so tired.” Mrs. Wither patted away a 
yawn and ruefully bent to rub her evening shoe, wherein a 
faithful corn was undergoing martyrdom. 

“Polo didn’t bark,” announced Madge wistfully, begin- 
ning on the egg sandwiches. “I expect he’s asleep. I 
wonder if I just ought to run down ” 

“Nonsense,” said Mr. Wither austerely, with his mouth 
full.. “What do you want to do that for? Waking the dog 
up at one in the morning; you’d never get him to sleep 
again.” 

There was a sleepy pause while everyone ate. Even 
Viola ate, for enjoyment had made her hungry; but Tina 
felt the sandwiches going down in dry lumps, and at last 
she put a half-finished one on her plate, murmured some- 
thing about , my bag . . .” and slipped from the room. 

I can’t go to sleep without seeing him. It won’t do any 
harm — ^just to go out into that light again, and see him, 
and say good night. It’s a perfectly good excuse — where is 
my bag, by the way — oh, on the hall seat 

She had heard the noise of the car’s engine retreat as 
Saxon drove it round to the side of the house where the 
garage was; he would be there now, putting it away. 

She ran lightly down the old kitchen stairs that creaked 
where her feet touched their worn hollows; it was dark, 
but she knew them so well that she remembered the fifth 
one had the loudest creak, and stepped on the side instead 
of the middle. She used to climb down them l aborio us 
when she was a baby girl to ask Cook for a piece'oTS^gh 
to make little men ; and «run down them when she was a 
schoolgirl to visit her dog (poor old King, dead these 
fifteen years) in the yard. 

She hurried across the stone floor, shudderingly hoping 
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that there were no cockroaches, and trying to silence the 
little voice in her head that insisted she was about to 
do a silly, undignified action. Giving yourself iway, said 
the little voice. Nonsense, it isn’t as thougl I hadn’t 
got an excuse . . . and it’s so lovely out there that blue 
light on the blue-green woods. 

She stooped to unbolt the yard door. Through its frosted 
pane she could see the pale glow of moonlight and hear 
muffled Doises; the car's engine running, the zapping of 
Polo, then Saxon’s voice reassuring the dog. 

She got the door open and stood on the step, looking 
down at Saxon. 

' He was stooping to pat Polo, who looked very white in 
the moon-rays, as he lay on his back with his legs in the air. 

Saxon glanced up. He was laughing, but his face went 
serious at the sight of her. 

“Miss Tina! Is anything wrong?” He stood up, and 
his long shadow ran across the yard. 

“No.” Tina’s heart was banging against her side but she 
spoke coolly. “Nothing much, that is . . . only my bag. 
I just wondered if you’d vSeen it?” 

She stepped down on to the dusty cobblestones, a bunch 
of brown and silver dress gleaming as she held it up in one 
hand. Her feet looked very small, dark in their satin 
slippers, on the moon-whitened stone. 

Saxon went towards the open door and she strolled 
after him. How still the night was! The moon poured 
her rays from a remote height with an enormous brown 
moonbow round herself, and not a star within the circle. 

Saxon opened the car and put on the light. She slowly 
approached the shed. 

“It’s not here, Miss Tina.” 

She could see his face, serious and a little concerned, as 
he lifted up cushions, peered into cubby-holes full of 
dusters and maps. 

“Was there much in it?” 

“Oh no, only about five shillings. A silver bag with a 
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tortoiseshell handle,” in a murmur, standing by the open 
door, “and a lipstick I’m rather fond of.” 

“Nice find for some lady,” said Saxon, turning to smile 
at her. “Perhaps you left it at the Rooms? I can run 
down there to-morrow morning. I’ve got to go into town 
for Mr. Wither, and ask, if you’d like me to.” 

“Yes, thank you,” faintly. 

Saxon shut the door, the light went out. He turned, and 
Tina moved towards him with a breath of sweet scent. 

“Oh, Saxon, about to-morrow ” she was beginning 

in a quick, shaky voice, when her perfume, the look on 
her face and the note in her voice went straight to Saxon’s 
hea4. He smiled, put his arms round her even as she drew 
back, and took a long kiss. 

She heard a muttered “dear little thing” or “little Tina” 
before his mouth pressed hers, but she thought nothing 
clearly. She only struggled violently to get away from the 
body of a stranger who frightened her, yet even while* she 
battled, saw with a pang of tenderness how youthful was the 
line of his cheek. 

“What’s the matter?” he whispered, the Essex lilt strong 
in his voice, “don’t you like me?” 

“Don’t, don’t,” turning her head distractedly from side 
to side, “oh please* please let me go. Please, Saxon, let me 
go.” She was weeping. 

He let her go, and stood looking down, slowly jerking 
the cuffs of his jacket while she tidied her hair with shaking 
hands. He seemed neither sulky nor disconcerted, only 
thoughtful. 

In the silence a bird began to sing in the wood across the 
road. The wild, sharply sweet notes made Tina feel un- 
bearably miserable. She was glad when it stopped abruptly. 

“I must go,” she said at last. She could not leave him 
like that; she must say something. 

He looked up. 

“If you won’t tell your father about this. I’ll give in 
my notice to-morrow,” he said. “I’d be ... obliged” 
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(she saw him struggling with grateful and decide not to 
use it) “if you wouldn’t. If you do, I shan’t get a feference, 
and I’ll have to have one, to get another job.’’ He spoke 
to her, for the first time, as to an equal. 

Her heart seemed to turn over. 

“Oh, but . . .’’ she began. 

He misunderstood. 

“All right, if you must, you must. I got what was 
coming to me, that’s all. It was mostly your fauh, though. 
Coming down here’’ (the Essex lilt again) “at th s time o’ 
night, dressed like that, and expecting me not to think you 
wanted ... me to do something about it.” 

“I know. I’m sorry. I did want you to,” said Tina, 
while a burning blush began to creep from the top of her 
head slowly down to the tips of her slippers, “only somehow 
when you did, it was so different . . . I . . .” 

“Didn’t like it, eh?” 

She shook her head. 

“Maybe I was a bit sudden,” said Saxon, 'with a quick 
delightful smile. “I knocked the breath out o’ you, is 
that it?” 

Nod. 

“Not used to it, are you?” 

She shook her head. 

“That’s funny. You’re nice to kiss,” watching her under 
his eyelashes. 

“Am I?” A murmur. 

“Yes. You’re so . . . kind of small.” 

(And not old? thought Tina, desperately. You didn’t 
feel, when you were holding me, that you were holding 
someone much older than you are?) She did not at all like 
his suggesting that she was unused to kisses, but of course 
she could not register indignation about that. 

“I was going to say,” she began* trying to recover a cool, 
light, friendly but ladylike tone, “that I won’t tell my 
father. You see, as it was partly my fault ... I mean, I 
suppose I felt silly or it wis the moonlight or something,” 
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laughing in a most unconvincing manner, “I feel that you 
ought not to take all the blame. 

“That’s only fair,” said Saxon, making at a single 
stroke, the conversation again one between equals. 

“Yes,” said Tina, dropping the ladylike voice and 
realizing with alarm that Saxon had the situation perfectly 
in hand, “yes, 1 suppose it is.” 

He knows I love him, of course. That’s why he’s being 
so bossy, and laughing, though he’s pretending not to. 
How awful. Now he thinks he can do anything he likes, 
because I love him. He thinks he’s only got to say he’ll 
leave, and I’ll implore Father to ask him to stay, and raise 
his salary. It’s^l^rrible, it’s an impossible situation, and 
I won’t put up with it. What I must do (trying to plan 
coolly) i« to say that I won’t have any more lessons, as I’m 
going away soon, and to-morrow I’ll write and ask Joyce 
if I can go to her for a week or two. 

But when 1 come home, he’ll be here and things’ll be as 
bad as ever.* Oh what shall I do? Why did I ever let 
myself get into this mess? Who’d have thought, when I 
used to see him rushing around in his old red jersey that 
I’d ever feel like this about him? 

“Better shut the door,” said Saxon, moving, and deftly 
slid it to. A quarter past one struck muffledly from within 
the house. Their whole conversation had taken less than 
ten minutes. 

Of course, I ought to have gone in the minute he let me 
go, thought Tina desolately, bunching up her draperies 
again. 

“What about your lesson to-morrow?” inquired the 
young man, in a calm friendly voice. No “Miss Tina” now; 
no subtle inflection of respect. Will he talk like that in 
front of other people? Surely he won’t dare! 

“Oh, I don’t know. think perhaps I won’t ” 

“I think you’d better, don’t you? You’re getting along 
so nicely now, it ’ud be a pity to stop half-way.” (Was this 
an unpardonable double-meanirfg?) 
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"‘Oh, very well then,” sighed Tina tiredly. “Eleven 
o’clock, as usual.” 

“I’ll be there,” said he cheerfully. They had ci >ssed the 
moonlit yard, and now stood by the open door lei.ding into 
the dark house. 

Polo came out, inspected their shoes, and w.iddled in 
again. 

Beauty isn’t fair, thought poor Tina, looking it Saxon. 
It gives people such an advantage. 

“Good night,” she said distantly, turning to [O in; but 
he took her hand in his, pulled her unwilling fac.^ towards 
him, and dropped the gentlest of kisses on her cheek. 

• “Good night, you funny little thing,” whispered Saxon: 
and went home whistling through the moonlight. 

Tina crept rather than walked up to bed, so tired that 
she could think of nothing. She could still feel the warm 
soft touch of his lips on her cheek. Oh, where is this 
going to end, she thought, her hand on the knob of her 
door. 

“Tina!” Madge’s cropped head was poking urgently 
half-way out of her room. “Where on earth have you 
been?” 

“ Hunting in the car for my bag.” 

“But it’s on the hall chair.” 

“I know.” 

“But — oh well, so long as you’ve got it. Did Polo 
come out?” 

“Yes.” 

“How did he seem?” 

“Oh god, Madge, he seemed all right. How could he 
seem? You’ve got that dog on the brain.” 

“Well, I only wondered. He’s just at a critical age, of 
course; growing so fast, and learning ” 

“Yes. Goodnight.” 

Tina went into her room and shut the door. As she 
opened a jar of cream costing two and sixpence, she felt so 
wretched that she was sui*prised to see in her mirror that 
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she looked pretty. Her eyes were very bright, her face had 
an alive, transparent look. She turned away angrily. 

Just before she dropped asleep it occurred to her that she 
had at least fallen in love with a young man of character. 

A floor higher up, Viola was already dreaming, with her 
face covered with a cream at sixpence a tube and a dance 
programme under her pillow. 



CHAPTER XIV 


T he blankness and boredom that fell up)on V )la after 
the Ball was over were very hard to endure and she 
therefore made no attempt to endure them, but grew more 
depressed and discontented as the hours drew into days, 
the days into a week, a fortnight. She had been so sure, 
in spite of her small knowledge of men, that Victor was 
stfongly attracted to her that she expected him to telephone 
to her or write on the day after the Ball ; and when he did 
not, she was as puzzled as she was miserable. 

Her guess was true. He was most strongly attracted to 
her, but not romantically. The intentions of the Prince 
towards Cinderella were, in short, not honourable: and as 
we have seen, he thought it the prudent thing not to see her. 
He did not wonder how she felt about him. He assumed 
that a widow like that would have plenty of men and 
plenty to do with them^ He knew nothing about the dullness 
of life at The Eagles. He only just knew Mr. Wither by 
sight. For all he knew to the contrary, life at The Eagles 
might have been a whirl of gaiety, and he purposely did not 
ask Hetty any questions about Viola because he did not 
want to be m^^cke d"^!!. 

Hetty saw quite plainly, in fact, that he was attracted 
to Viola, but the situation made her so impatient and 
irritated that she would not think about it. How petty 
men and women were! getting attracted to each other, 
fussing over new frocks, planning parties, while the human 
race was living through perhaps one of the most repulsive 
yet interesting eras it had yet known! And Hetty took the 
bus to Chesterbourne to inquire if her German grammar 
had arrived. 

At the back of Victor’s mind was a feeling that sooner 
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or later he was bound to run into the Merry Widow again. 
Couldn’t help it, surely, as she lived so near; and then, if 
he had a good excuse for seeing her, no one could say that 
he had looked her up on purpose, and things must just . . . 
work themselves out. That was how Victor put the situation 
to himself, when he occasionally thought about Viola in 
the intervals of working hard and seriously playing a lot 
of games. 

But Viola believed that he felt about her as she felt 
about him; and therefore, she could not, though she 
thought of every possible and impossible reason, imagine 
why she did not hear from him. 

She knew that he was not officially engaged to that 
marvellous girl ; but presently the thought occurred to her 
that hft might be unofficially engaged to her. If he is, 
thought Viola in digTm ntly, then he oughtn’t to have 
squeezed my hand. 

Here she hit on just the sober truth; but she did not for 
an instant accept it as such, because it was sober. 

She did not dare to telephone him. Even Shirley, whose 
methods with men were unorthodox and successful, said 
that it was a dam’ silly thing to do-to ’phone a man you’d 
only met once, unless you had a cast-iron excuse like a cinch 
for the Derby or the news he was a father, and even then, 
better not. So we cant do anything, Viola had said dejectedly, 
and Shirley had replied, That's about the ticket, darling. 
Vote, Marie, perms, and all, we cant do anything. 

Proper pride, of which Viola had a larger share than the 
better educated and more intelligent Tina, prevented her 
from going near Grassmere when she went for her walks, 
and as she did not have the luck to meet Hetty again in the 
wood, she had no news of Victor, as well as no glimpse of 
him; and the lowness of her spirits was increased by the 
fact that she now had ^ive shillings and three halfpence in 
the world. 

She would very much have liked a confidante; but she 
was shy of writing a long letfer about Victor to Shirley. 
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She did not know why, but the feeling was strong enough 
to prevent her from writing. Tina was the obviou^ person 
in whom to confide, and on the day after the Ball gave 
her an opening by saying, casually, “You mad* rather 
a hit with young Spring, didn’t you? What do y< u think 
of him?” but she had seemed so low-spirited herself, 
and so uninterested in her own question, that V ola had 
only replied hastily that he danced marvellously md was 
awfully good looking, wasn’t he? but that she hadr ’t really 
thought much about him; they had only danctd once. 
Tina had replied rather snappily that she suppose! he was 
good-looking but he wasn’t her type, and no more was said. 

Viola never thought of analysing her own feelings, aq.d 
if she had tried, she would have done it incorrectly. For 
the first days after the Ball she lived in a romantic, dreamy, 
hopeful excitement that made time fly and every-day matters 
delightful. She did not say to herself : / love Victor Spring, 
but thought about him co nstant ly with glowing admiration ; 
every object connected with him became dear to her and 
interesting, apart from the glamour of his position. 

She was full of innocent snobbery. It never entered her 
head to fall in love with-Saxon, who was better-looking than 
Victor and nearer her own social and economic position. 
No, Saxon worked with his hands; one did not fall for 
someone who worked with their hands. One went up and 
up and on and on. Even had Saxon not been working in 
her father-in-law’s establishment, Viola could never have 
fallen in love with him, because he was a chauffeur. 

L Hail, Snobbery, by mink and broadtail bounded, \ 
On whom the English hierarchy is founded. J 

It was Tina, the would-be realist, who discerned beneath 
Saxon’s dangerous beauty and his low birth a quality that 
drew forth Love and Love’s despisei elderly sister, Respect. 

The dim youthful day-dream of marrying Victor never 
occurred to her nowadays. She was so busy wondering 
if she should encounter him* by chance whenever she went 



186 


NIGHTINGALE WOOD 


out, or whether that was him on the telephone, that she had 
no time for picture-making. 

Tina had no time for it, either. She had never much 
indulged herself in dreaming since she left her late twenties, 
because all the psychological handbooks, in one great bellow 
like the trumpets outside Jericho, said that day-dreaming 
was Pernicious; and Tina, having no religion and no 
husband and children, had to hang on to something and 
tried to hang on to Psychology. As a girl she used to day- 
dream, but after she took to Psychology she tried not to, 
and partly succeeded. She had not day-dreamed about 
Saxon. She had only wanted to be with him and breathe 
the quiet, enchanted air that his presence made for Her. 
When she was away from him, she longed to be with him 
again, but she never let her fancy off the lead. She did not 
want to. When some women fall in love their thoughts 
do not go beyond the present (though it is very difficult 
to make men believe this) and Tina was one of them.' 

On the morning after the Ball she lay, as usual, staring 
out of her open window, arms behind her head, while her 
tea cooled on the little black lacquer table. She was in a 
painfully agitated state, for shame, -anger, love, alarm and 
a great many minor but disagreeable emotions were running 
across her nerves in exhausting waves, and she wished with 
all her heart that she had not told Saxon she would have 
her lesson that morning. 

Yet she must go, or he would think his kisses had meant 
more to her than a piece of moonlit impudence. 

Besides, she wanted to see him. Yet she dreaded to see 
him. How unpleasant violent feeling is, thought Tina 
angrily, forgetting for how many mornings in the past she 
had lain in that same position, staring at the sky as it 
changed with the changing seasons, and longing to feel. 

Suddenly there slid cinto her mind the memory of a 
forgotten friend, Selene's Daughters, thrust contemptuously 
to the back of her stocking drawer. What would Doctor 
Harirniiller say about the exhausting, humiliating situation 
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she had blundered into? I made a mess of things because 
I tried to mix psychology and common-sense, thought 
Tina. I gave away to my desire, but I tried to be ‘Sensible” 
as well. I ought to have been all one thing or all tue other. 
Mixing them’s fatal. If I’m to get out of this with ut more 
misery, I must make up my mind what I want, and go all 
out for it, clearly, using my intelligence, not getting : i a state. 

What do I want? 

She lay there, trying to get out of a state. 

It was not easy. Emotions crowded in upon her mind, 
and she was also rather shocked. It seemed so cold and 
calculating to decide what one wanted, and go all ( Ut for it. 
Ycft one did that when one was matching embroidery silks. 
Why should not one do it with one’s feelings? 

Well, do I want to be sensible, or not sensible? 

Both. 

But which do I want mostl 

Ah'! I want to be not-sensible. 

How not sensible? 

I want . . . this took some thinking out. Tina frowned 
with the effort. 

I want to be with Sa#ton. I want him to kiss me (gently, 
not all crushed up. Oh well, I suppose I may want him to 
kiss me all crushed up subconsciously, but certainly not 
consciously, not at all). Do 1 want to marry him? No! no, 
I certainly don’t want to marry him, that would be a 
^isasj gr ; it always is when a woman marries “beneath” 
her — though men seem able to do it successfully for some 
reason. Do I want to have an affair (beastly word!) with 
him, then? No, 1 don’t; I should hate it, it would be vulgar 
and horrible and spoil everything, all that feeling of his 
being part of my youth. 

I think — why — she sat up in bed in her excitement — 
I think I want to be friends with him. That’s it! I’ve got 
it. I want to be friends with him and have jokes, and 
go for walks and talk, as though he was a boy again in his 
old red jersey and I was the’ same age. 



188 


NIGHTINGALE WOOD 


Only (she fell back on the pillows) when he really was 
a boy, I was a girl of twenty-two. 

The thought sobered her, but not for long. Now that 
she knew she wanted Saxon’s friendship, there was no 
harm in going coolly ahead to get it. Of course, I expect 
he’ll think it rather peculiar at first; he may not even 
believe that’s all I want, but I can make him see. I’m sure 
I can, if I always keep the same honest, friendly attitude. 
I don’t see why we shouldn’t be friends. Of course, it will 
be difficult. . . . 

If Father sees him kissing me, it certainly will, coarsely 
observed the little voice in her head. Well yes, it will, 
admitted Tina, glowing with will power and mental hygiene. 
Very difficult. 

I never thought that it wouldn’t. But surely it’s worth 
a bit of difficulty to begin with to get the whole thing 
straightened out. 

Eight o’clock. Time to get up. 

She got out of bed, calmed, strengthened and refreshed 
because she had faced the situation ; and very determined 
to work coolly to win Saxon’s friendship. 

How brutal and numerous are the defeats sustained by 
applied psychology! It is more like a ninepin than a 
science. 

When she came out into the yard (pale gold in the 
sunlight now!) Annie was chaffering with the butcher at the 
back door, Madge was watering Polo, and a man had 
arrived to put a washer on a tap; the place, in short, was 
seething with people. 

And there stood Saxon by the car, his eyes wrinkled up 
against the morning sunlight, smiling at Polo’s antics. 

People ought to be surprised if I didn’t love him (not 
that 1 do) thought Tina, confusedly, but advancing with a 
friendly smile. She had#on a new frock; she thought she 
looked rather attractive. 

“Good morning,’’ she began, kindly. 

“Good morning. Miss Tina,'’ returned Saxon, standing 
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to attention, touching his cap, and using his chill correct 
chauffeur’s voice. 

Tina’s smile grew mechanical, her heart seemt i to be 
sliding away down miles of a dark shaft towards hr shoes 
. . . but perhaps it’s just that he doesn’t want t > flaunt 
things in front of other people . . . only I dont mind if 
people see we’re friends, I must make him see tl at. 

But as the car moved out of the yard and the e> ")ression 
on his fine profile did not change, and he did m i speak, 
her courage died. I did try to show him I wa t to be 
friends, and apparently he doesn’t want to. I can’. 

“Where would you like to go, Miss Tina?” 

She nearly said, Anywhere, I don’t care, but controlled 
herself and replied briskly that she thought it might be a 
good idea to have a little practice with traffic in Chester- 
bourne this morning (no more lanes at the end of the 
world, where sounded the enchanter’s far-off voice). 

“Very good. Miss Tina.” 

Alert and efficient, he watched her hands on the wheel, 
her footwork, while she drove steadily through the summer 
lanes towards the town. Once he lightly and quite imper- 
sonally dropped his hand over hers to make some change 
in the car’s direction, at the same time explaining why he 
did so. Never once, by any note in his voice, or any glance, 
did he remind her that eleven hours ago she had been in 
his arms. 

This was most calming. When the car turned back into 
the yard at half-past twelve Tina felt that she would Just 
be able to get upstairs to her room before she began to cry. 

“Shall I come at the same time to-morrow, Miss Tina?” 

“Please, if you will.” ((?//, how can you be so brutal to 
me? You must know almost anything would be better than 
pretending nothing's happened . . . and yet he's perfectly 
right, this is the only way to take it .) » 

“Good morning, Miss Tina.” 

“Good morning, Saxon, thank you.” 

Saxon put the car away and went into the kitchen to 
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take the small glass of beer with bread and cheese provided 
for him on the days he worked in the garden ; he exchanged 
two decorous jokes with Annie, Fawcuss and Cook, then 
went out to the tennis court. As he cut the grass, he whistled 
blithely as a blackbird. 

Tina, powdering her pink nose in her room, heard him 
and swallowed a fresh gush of tears. 

Saxon felt blithe. He had done a good morning’s work, 
carrying out to the letter the plans he had made while 
walking home through the wood last night. He had then 
made up his mind to let Miss Tina make all the running, 
with no encouragement from him, until they were well 
away. Then he would go to Mr. Wither, and threaten to tell 
the whole neighbourhood what was going on unless Mr. 
Wither paid him not to. 

Some people might say that’s a dirty trick, thought Saxon, 
deftly guiding the old mowing-machine over bumps, with 
his handsome, serious face looking quietly absorbed over 
the job, but if you don’t make up your mind what you 
want in this world and go all out for it, you’ll never make 
good. 

I want enough money to get started in a filling-station 
of my own ; and I don’t see why little Tina shouldn’t help 
me get it. 

A few more lessons like this morning, and she’ll be asking 
me to kiss her again. And I don’t mind if I do. 

He smiled a little as he turned the mower and began on 
the return trip over the thick glossy grass. Sweet and 
careless, the whistle broke out again, a rival to the courting- 
notes of the birds. 

Unfamiliar longings were stirring in the bosom of Mr. 
Wither. If this were a realistic story they would be both 
familiar and nasty; astwe are all out to enjoy ourselves, 
however, it must be said at once that they were innocent, 
nay, that they did him credit. 

Mr. Wither was going to give a garden party. 
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The fact was that Mr. Wither had enjoyed the Infirmary 
Ball (despite Viola’s unbecoming behaviour) ver\ much 
indeed. His gay doggishness was giving a final wag before 
he settled down into being really old. It will be recalkjd that 
Mr. Wither in his youth had been definitely dashing, 
recognizing the various brands of oysters at sigtit and 
possessing many picture post cards of Edna May, < Camille 
Clifford and other lovelies. 

It was many years since he had enjoyed the Ball or 
anything else, but this years Ball had been different r>ecause 
it had left a hangover in the shape of a wish for more 
gaiety — but this time gaiety at home, gaiety under his own 
roof, where he could regulate it and see that it was gaiety 
of the proper kind. 

Accordingly, to the almost hysterical amazement of his 
family, Mr. Wither proposed to give a garden party on the 
twelfth of July, some three weeks from now, and prepara- 
tions for the same were at once put in hand. 

Invitations were sent to some friends and acquaintances, 
including the Dovewoods, the Colonel Phillips, Doctor 
Parsham, and others who had contributed to Mr. Wither’s 
pleasure at the Ball ; Saxon was instructed to pep up the 
tennis court; and chairs and tables, together with three 
dozen cakes and the same number of Kool Kups were 
ordered from a caterer’s in Chesterbourne. The Eagles 
then settled down to wait for 12th July, hoping to goodness 
that it would be a fine day. 

Viola heard with feelings of delight and alarm that the 
Springs had been invited, “though I hardly expect young 
Spring will turn up; he’s a coming man, you know, and has 
his hands pretty full these days, he may not be able to 
get away,’’ warned Mr. Wither complacently; he liked to 
think of anyone being so busy making money that they 
could not spare the time to go to a garden party, even if it 
were his garden party. 

Indeed, when Mrs. Spring telephoned to accept for 
Hetty and herself, she thankeci Mrs. Wither for Victor, but 
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said that he might not be able to get down from London 
on that Saturday, as he was so busy. 

Victor had told her to say this. Nothing was going to 
keep him from that garden party; but he did not want his 
mother and cousin to suspect it. There was no one else 
to suspect; Phyl was going away for a fortnight to play 
in some tennis tournament, as she did at intervals through- 
out every summer, and she would not be down at Grassmere 
for another month. He felt at ease, without her eye on him. 
He was strongly tempted to see Viola again, and the 
garden party would give him the perfect opportunity, as 
casual as it was conventional. He would be there. 

Viola had no coherent plans, except that she must have 
a new frock and that it must not cost more than four 
shillings. 

The weather continued fine; Mr. Wither’s money, 
exhausted by its gyrations in April, lay on the floor, so to 
speak, panting quietly, temporarily at rest. Major-General 
Breis-Cumwitt hung over it like a devoted aunt, Mr. Wither 
like a mother. They could do no more, only watch and 
pray. Presently their prayers were heard ; the money sat up 
and breathed less painfully; soon ats pulse was normal. 

Mr. Wither’s heart was fairly light as he set out for a 
walk in the little wood that morning, with Major-General 
Breis-Cumwitt’s comforting letter in his pocket. It was a 
fine day, the money was better, the garden party was 
coming along. Mr. Wither breathed the woodland air 
with feelings not unlike pleasure. Of course, the day might 
cloud over, the money might r glaps c, some catastrophe 
might prevent the garden party; but for the moment, all 
went well. 

The Hermit was happy too; but then he always was. 
He had no inhibitions, and a sense of his own importance 
that was never shaken no matter what anyone said or did 
to him. Small wonder he was happy. 

He sat in front of his shack, working on Bear with Cubs. 
He had spent an idyllic hour potting at birds with a catapult 
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and had bumped off a pigeon which he proposed i ) have 
for lunch; it was stewing, with four large potatoe^ stolen 
from Colonel Phillips’s vegetable garden, in a tin c /er the 
fire. He had spent the previous evening with Mrs. Caker, 
while Saxon was in Chesterbourne. As he worked on 
Bear with Cubs, he sang a hymn and wondered vhat he 
should have for supper. 

He glanced up. 

“Good mornin’, guv’nor,” he called, in a respec ful yet 
friendly tone. “Nice mornin’.’’ 

Mr. Wither, moving aloofly along the skyline in his 
constitutional, look no notice. 

“INice day, I said (oo^s been at niy Eno's?)'" repeated the 
Hermit, louder. 

Mr. Wither, walking a bit faster, still took no notice. 

“Ni SDAY, Ni sday!” bellowed the Hermit, and the wood 
rang: “I said it’s a ni sday, ain’t it?” He added, more 
quietly, “Guv’nor.” 

Mr. Wither, starting violently, glanced about him as 
though to discover whence came the bellowing, at last 
happened to look in the Hermit’s direction, and loftily 
inclined his head. 

“’Avin’ a breather?” pursued the Hermit chattily. 
“Does yer good, don’t it? Ah, when yer gets to our age, 
guv’nor, there’s only one thing to do.” 

Mr. Wither could not bring himself to speak to the 
Hermit, but assumed an expression of condescending 
interest. Anything was better than having the fellow make 
that noise. Noises, especially when made by semi-lunatics, 
agitated Mr. Wither more than they used to do ; Mrs. Wither 
had been right when she said that he could no longer stand 
excitement. 

“Live regular,” nodded the Hermit. “Plcnny er fresh 
air, plenny cr sleep, no booze, well,* say ’ardly any booze, 
no you-know-what unless you feels up to it.” 

Mr. Wither, looking uneasily at a tree over the Hermit’s 
shoulder, gave a very slight tremor of his neck. 
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“That’s the way to live to be a ’undred,“ ended the 
Hermit. He held up Bear with Cubs. 

“Gettin’ on, ain’t it?” 

Though Bear with Cubs did not look like anything 
definite, it had ceased to look like a lump of wood. It was 
meant to be something: but what, it was not possible to 
deduce. 

Again Mr. Wither tremored. He had no idea what the 
Hermit meant. 

“I been thinkin’. I’ll let you ’ave it for twenty-five,” 
went on the Hermit. 

Mr. Wither found his voice. 

“Twenty-five what? What do you mean?” demanded 
Mr. Wither, startled. 

“Bob.” 

“What are you talking about? What for? Why should 
you let me have it for twenty-five bob? What is all this 
nonsense?” said Mr. Wither wildly, advancing upon the 
Hermit with an alarming feeling that some devilish plot, 
which would end in his having to hand over one-pound-five, 
had burst upon him like fiery hail out of a clear sky. “I 
don’t want anything from you; Ldon’t know what you’re 
talking about.” 

“Walking-stick. Commission.” The Hermit held up 
Bear with Cubs. “Don’t say you don’t remember you an’ 
me ’aving a talk outside the Green Lion the other day? 
And you a-s^ying to me as how you wasn’t satisfied with 
your walking-stick, and me a-saying to you as I’d do you 
a better one for thirty shillin’s? You remember; ’course 
you remember.” 

“No, I do not remember,” said Mr. Wither, very angrily 
indeed. “I did nothing of the sort; I never said anything at 
all, it’s a pack of lies. 1 shall speak to the Council about 
you, Falger. This time you’ve gone too far.” 

“ ’OpenTkeeps fine for your party,” shouted the Hermit, 
as Mr. Wither strutted off in considerable agitation. Then 
louder, as Mr. Wither got further away, “’Ow’s your 
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youngest gettin’ on with ’er moter-car lessons, eh? Moter- 
CAR MY aunt’s cat!” (in a tfellow that made tho leaves 
quiver). 

Mr. Wither did not clearly hear the first part of this 
remark, and if he had he would have thought it i^o more 
than a piece of impertinence. Now if it had been a hint 
about Viola — you never knew what she might bt up to; 
but although Tina and Madge might be very unsat. sfactory 
in many ways, they would never get into mischief. I le knew 
them too well. 

The Hermit’s other remark irritated him much more. 
How did the fellow know they were going to give a garden 
party? Had Saxon been gossiping? No, Mr. Wither seemed 
to remember overhearing Saxon say to one of the maids 
that old Falger was a disgrace. Saxon would not gossip 
with a disgrace. Besides, Saxon did not gossip; he was a 
good servant, shaping very well nowadays. 

Despite his annoyance with the Hermit, Mr. Wither 
re-entered The Eagles musing upon this pleasanter note. 



CHAPTER XV 


T he day of the garden party dawned bright and fair 
but by eleven o’clock it had clouded over and the wind 
had got up. Mr. and Mrs. Wither were much annoyed. 
Mrs. Wither said that It Might have kept olT, It Might, 
and went down into the kitchen to upset Fawcuss, Annie 
and Cook by warning them that they might have to help 
Saxon move the tables from the garden into the drawing- 
room jn a hurry if it came on to rain just before tea. 

As they were already rather upstage because some of the 
refreshments had been ordered from a caterer instead of 
Cook making them all, they were quite ready to be upset. 
They moved slowly about the large, tidy kitchen like a 
cageful of offended elephants, saying Yes, m’m, no m’m, 
and very well, m’m, carefully avoiding bumping into Mrs. 
Wither, who stood forlornly in their midst, with their large 
print-covered persons. Excuse me," m’m, thank you, m’m, 
beg pardon, m’m. After three times repeating her instruc- 
tions and thoroughly rounding off the good work she had 
started, Mrs. Wither returned to the morning-room to find 
Mr. Wither sunk in despair. The money had had a relapse. 

“What’d I better do with Polo this afternoon, Mum?” 
Madge looked round the door. “Shall I just let him run 
about? He’d enjoy that; he loves a crowd.” 

“Good heavens, no,” exclaimed Mr. Wither, roused 
from his anguish for an instant, looking up with a dejected 
face. “Nobody wants a dog all over the place at a garden 
party.” 

“Well,” said Madge, defiantly, “Doctor Parsham’s 
bringing Chappy.” 

Exclamations of horror from Mr. and Mrs. Wither. 
“Bringing Chappy? Who said so?” 

196 
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“He did. I met him out this morning. He .aid he 
thought you wouldn’t mind, Mrs. Parsham’s avay and 
Chappy doesn’t like their new domestic. I said 1 i bought 
it would be all right. He can be tied up in the yard That’s 
why Polo must be in the garden. They might go t or each 
other.” 

“Chappy!” repeated Mrs. Wither, despairing i/. She 
added feebly, “1 won’t have him.” 

“Oh, Mum, you can’t do anything about it now I told 
Doctor Parsham he could bring him along, you wouldn’t 
mind.” 

“Chappy,” muttered Mrs. Wither. A gust of wmd sent 
a little branch sailing past the windows. The sky was 
covered by hurrying grey clouds. “And he’s bound to get 
loose, you know he always does. Oh dear, it is too bad.’^ 

Chappy was an enormous great dog, of exii averted 
temperament and seething energy, disliked by the entire 
neighbourhood. He was not vicious : everyone wished that 
he were, and then there might have been a chance of 
getting rid of him. He was only too much ; too large, too 
friendly, too energetic. He was also a barker, delighted 
with any excuse — or without any excuse— to bark for an 
hour or more. He liked galloping round with a gang of 
small boys. He liked a crowd, preferably a well-dressed 
crowd, but any crowd was better than none. He had 
dozens of acquaintances but no friends except the Parshams, 
who were very fond of him. 

Colonel Phillips hated and despised him. Ill-trained, a 
mongrel, uncontrolled — Chappy, in the eyes of Colonel 
Phillips, was hardly recognizable as a dog. 

It was a pity that he was coming to the garden party. 
His presence could be counted upon to spoil Colonel 
Phillips’s afternoon. 

But nothing could be done about jt now that Madge had 
said her mother would not mind his coming. 

“Well . . Mrs. Wither got up, sighing, lingered a 
minute looking in distress at? Mr. Wither, then said: “I’m 

H 
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SO sorry, Arthur, I suppose ^oix don’t want me for anything 
just now, do you, dear? IVe got such a lot to see to.” 

Mr. Wither, staring lugubriously out of the window at 
the lowering sky, waved her away, and she went. 

What a mockery it is, thought Tina, looking out of her 
window at the tables on the scanty lawn- below. Nobody 
wants to come, the food’s thoroughly unexciting, and it’s 
going to rain. There’s no point in doing this sort of thing 
at all unless you do it often and well. The Springs do it 
properly, with marvellous food and coloured umbrellas. 
... I wish Saxon hadn’t got to wait at tea, I know he’s 
hating the idea of it and I shan’t be able to help looking 
at him. I shall be glad when the whole stupid affair’s over. 

For days she had got no further towards winning Saxon’s 
friendship. She had kept up a pleasant, kindly manner in 
face of his over-correct one, but it was clear that he did not 
want to be her friend, and for pride’s sake she could not go 
on giving him opportunities, however slight, that he would 
not take. 

She had begun to lose hope, and had been on the point 
of giving up her lessons when she noticed the faintest change 
in his manner. He became just a shade less formal; he 
commented upon the size of a pig which they passed on the 
road without Tina saying something about it first. Twice 
he smiled at some remark of hers. It was these feeble 
signals of spring that made her decide to keep on with the 
lessons for a little longer, though she had long since ceased 
to enjoy them. 

(P’raps I'd better give her a hint, had thought Saxon, as 
bored as she was by their dull, instructive excursions. We 
don’t seem to be getting anywhere at this rate . . . and it 
gives me the jitters to see her looking like that, poor kid. 
He thought fiercely about the filling station; and then made 
the comment upon the pig’s girth.) 

But neither felt that their separate schemes were going 
well. 

Viola was dejectedly turning* over her clothes and deciding 
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that not one of them would do. She pulled some n pieces : 
then wished that she hadn’tf as they were not uproved, 
and finally decided, as it was a chilly day, to we. r her old 
black suit, put on a lot of lipstick, and hope fo) the best. 
She felt shy, frightened, ashamed of her shabb less, and 
rather hoped that Victor would not come. 

Cook burned the dinner, and a cold wind moa ed round 
the house, rattling the windows in a putting-oi: manner. 
Mr. Wither was very depressed about the mo ley. The 
cakes had not come. Half-past two struck; an i still the 
cakes had not come. Ah, said Annie and k.iWcuss, if 
She’d let Cook make everything nice and fresli the day 
before, this wouldn’t have happened. The rain did not fall, 
and the wind dropjied a little but the sky was still sullen. 

“Good gracious, dear, you look very wintry,^' said Mrs. 
Wither, giving Viola a disapproving smile as they met on 
the stairs. The cakes had still not come. “Haven’t you got 
a nice summery afternoon frock, something pretty, instead 
of that costume?” 

“Only my green.’’ 

“Well, do put on the green, dear. That looks so unsuit- 
able.” 

Viola went up and put on the green. It had an ice-cream 
blo t^ on its front, over which she pinned a bunch of artificial 
poppies. 

^‘Good heavens, Viola, do take that off,” said Tina, 
crossly, meeting her sisier-in-law on the stairs. “It looks 
perfectly awful.” 

“What does?” 

“Those roses or whatever they are,” waspishly. Saxon, 
his dark head bent against the wind, was carrying crockery 
out into the garden. 

“ I can’t. It’s got ice-cream on it. Have the cakes come? ” 

“No. Your petticoat’s showing” 

Elegant in dark blue, she hurried downstairs. The first 
guest was at the front door. 

(“ Very sorry. Madam, but the van’s broken down. Yes, 
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Madam. Yes, I’ll tell the manager. Madam. We’ll do our 
best, Madam. I’m very sorrj.”) 

Exhausted, Mrs. Wither hung up the receiver. 

“Cook, will you make some small cakes please, at 
once? Those wretched cake people’s van has broken down.” 

“I doubt if there’d be time, m’m,” said Cook, in a 
remote, holy voice. “Now if everything had been made 
yesterday ” 

“Yes, I know, but I thought we should have the cakes. 
Scones, then, if there's no time for anything else.” 

“Mother, they’ve got two kinds of sandwiches and jam 
and those two big cakes . . . can’t wc manage with that?” 
said Tina, suddenly sorry for her mother, whose poor little 
party was sliding to faster. “Don’t worry, dear: there’s 
a nice fire in the drawing-room and the Phillipses are well 
away with Madge about Polo. I’m sure it’s going to be all 
right. Cheer up.” 

Mrs. Wither shook her head, and went smiling into the 
drawing-room where Madge and the Phillipses, hugging the 
fire, were trying to ignore the steady^ gale that sighed 
through the open french windows and made the fire puff 
smoke into the room. The cloths, on the tables, pinned 
down by the crockery, tugged in the wind with a noise (ike 
little flags. 

“Too bad the sun couldn't shine for you,” said Mrs. 
Colonel Phillips. “Isn’t it always the way, though? Any 
other day . . .” 

Surely we aren't going to have tea in that tornado? 
thought Tina, stealing a glance through the french windows 
at Saxon, who was arranging cups with a face like a thunder- 
cloud. There's wind enough to blow the milk out o' yer 
tea, as the country people say. 

At that instant there struck upon the air a familiar sound. 
Many a night, when sijnk in well-deserved rest, had the 
residents of Sible Pelden been aroused by it, and thrown 
things at it out of their windows. Everyone looked up, 
aghast, unw illing to believe their own ears as it came nearer. 
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It came very near. It was in thie hall, mingled with t ‘le hearty 
notes of a man’s voice. It receded, growing loader and 
protesting as it was led away. 

Colonel Phillips spoke first. 

“Surely that isn’t that beastly brute of Parshanr s?” said 
Colonel Phillips remorselessly, looking very straight at 
Mrs. Wither. 

“Only in the yard ... no trouble,” said Mrs Wither, 
faintly. 

The drawing-room door swung slowly oper and in 
bounded Polo. 

“Go away! Outside! Bad dog! Off!” cried Mr Wither, 
flapping at Polo. “Madge, you know 1 don’t allow . ; . 
be off, sir! Down, down!” 

“Never allow a dog in the house. Bad, very bad,” said 
Colonel Phillips stonily, ignoring the passionate laving of 
his boots by Polo. . 

“Yes, of course. Polo, come here,” said Madge, much 
embarrassed. Polo took no notice, but displayed a pink 
stomach at Colonel Phillips. Take me, I am thine, said his 
attitude. 

repeated Madge, in the voice. 

Polo took no notice. 

“He’s showing off,” said Madge, brick-red, laughing 
heartily. “Just like kids, always show off in front of 
a crowd.’’ 

“Ought to be thrashed,” said Colonel Phillips. 

“I never hit Polo,” began Madge. 

“Outside, sir! Will you go outside! Madge, put him 
out at once. Saxon!” 

Saxon took four strides through the french windows, 
snatched up the yelping Polo, and went out in another four 
strides, holding Polo at arm’s length. A minute later he 
came back with a cloth. While he was on his knees the door 
opened and Annie announced : 

“Mrs. Spring, Miss Franklin, Mr. Spring, Doctor 
Parsham, Lady Dovewood.” 
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He’ll never forgive me fojr seeing that, thought Tina, 
going smilingly forward at her mother’s side. What snobs 
and fools and cowards we all are. If we were real people, 
we’d have roared with laughter. One day I’ll make it up 
to you, my darling. 

“How do you do. . . . Yes, isn’t it? . . . Well, I thought 
it was going to before lunch but it’s kept off. . . . Too bad 
of it, isn’t it. . . . Oh, I am sorry, nothing serious I hope. 

. . . I’m so glad you managed to get away, Mr. Spring . . , 
oh, he’ll be no trouble out there, none at all. I’m sure. . . 

In the pauses of the talk, the chilly smoky drawing-room 
echoed with the noise of Chappy’s barking. 

“Oh, he’s all right,” said Doctor Parsham heartily, *in 
answer to an inquiry from Colonel Phillips. “It’s a habit, 
that’s all. He enjoys it. There’s nothing wrong with 
him.” 

If I had my way, thought Colonel Phillips, he would no 
longer be there for there to be anything wrong with. Beastly 
great brute. 

It’s exactly like I thought it would be, thought Hetty, 
sitting beside Tina and carrying on a Jerky conversation 
which was broken by long pauses. The mud-coloured 
curtains and those enormous seascapes in heaVy gilt frames, 
and the chairs covered with faded chintz, and all those 
photographs, and the white bearskin rug, and the smell of 
oldness. Amazing atmosphere. It’s a mixture of Tchekhov 
and Proust with a dash of Jane Austen. It’s too good to 
be true. 

On seeing the Springs arrive, Viola had retired into a far 
comer by the piano, and begun to turn over some music 
in an old rosewood case with a dutiful, absorbe d expression 
as though someone had told her to. Tina darted glances 
in her direction, trying to lure her out from her corner to 
do her part as hostess ; %he would not see, but continued to 
turn the pages of I Hear You Calling Me, Thora, Our Miss 
Gibbs, and The Trumpeter, 

“Are you going to sing to us?” 
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She looked up, startled, into Victor’s laughing e 'es. He 
had crossed over to her so quickly that she had i ot even 
seen him before he was in front of her, shutting out the 
rest of the room. 

She shook her head, letting I Love The Moon fa I at her 
side. She could not speak. Go on, ass, say sometl mg, she 
thought angrily; but it was useless. 

'‘Don’t you think you must be a very attractive p -rson?” 
he went on in the same low voice, pleased by her apparent 
confusiofi. “I cut two Board Meetings and a tri to the 
North to come here this afternoon.” (This was n )t true.) 

“Did you really?” she murmured. 

It was no more than the silliest bleat; but Victor took it — 
so firmly fixed was his judgment of her character- as a soft 
ironical drawl, a sort of amorous oh yeah? 

“Yes, 1 really did. Garden parties,” (his tone said this 
sort of garden party, anyway) “aren’t much in my line.” 

“Oh, aren’t they?” 

“But I wanted to see you again,” he went on coolly, 
staring full at her, “and I thought this would be a good 
excuse.” 

“But you could have-* — 

“Could have what?” 

“Well, ’phoned or written or something,” she blurted, 
in a soft indignant rush of words. She remembered how 
unhappy he had made her and looked at him with a mingled 
shyness and severity. He took her look for one of challenge. 

“Did you want me to?” 

“Well — not exactly — but I thought you might have.” 

“Why?” in a still lower tone, staring at her with half- 
shut eyes. She looked down at the song she held, for she 
had a momentary disagreeable impression that he did not 
quite know what he was saying. 

“Oh ... I don’t know,” she muttered feebly. Then 
“Hadn’t you better go and talk to someone else? It looks 
so funny.” 

“I don’t want to,” still staring at her. 
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“Well, never mind tha^, but please do, it looks so awfully 
queer, us staying in this corner like this.” 

As he heard the distressed tone and schoolgirlish words, 
for the first time a faint suspicion crossed his mind that the 
little Wither was less forthcoming than she looked. But he 
dismissed the suspicion. He himself, though he would 
have been horrified to hear it, was neither sophisticated nor 
a judge of women ; and as for his opinion of Viola, his wish 
was certainly father to his thought. 

“All right,” he muttered, “but I must see you alone some 
time. Can’t we do a show in town, soon?” 

“I’d love it,” almost whispered Viola, glowing, earnest- 
eyed. 

“Good. I’ll write to you.” 

And he ^ pelted back into the crowd so easily that only 
Mrs. Wither, Mrs. Colonel Phillips, Lady Dovewood, Tina 
and his mother noticed what he had been up to. 

The party, so far as Viola was concerned, was now a 
riot ; but no one else was enjoying it at all. True, they were 
sustained by the thought that they could pick it all to 
pieces on their way home, but this scarcely made up for 
two or three hours’ boredom. The smoke got in people’s 
eyes, for the fire had been upset by an attack made upon it 
with the poker by Mr. Wither. Chappy barked hoarsely 
and without stopping, and though the sun had now come 
out, the wind was still high, and the gale continued to sough 
round people’s legs. 

One or two hardy spirits went into the garden, but were 
driven indoors again by Polo, who escaped a second time 
and rushed all over their skirts with his very muddy feet. 
Madge surmised that he had been down to the duckpond. 
No one cared at all where he had been, so long as he did 
not get into the garden again, and said as much among 
themselves. « 

Mr. Wither was not enjoying the party. The relapse of 
the money, the inclement weather, Polo, Chappy, and the 
non-arrival of the cakes, had broken his nerve; and he 
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crawled among his guests without sensibly enlivening their 
spirits. Every ten minutes Madge disappeared i > look at 
Polo, every twenty minutes Doctor P^sham went round to 
the yard to comfort Chappy and tell him that h s master 
would not be long, saying: “Will you forgive me if I have 
another look at the old chap?” 

Really, I am quite glad we came, this will be a lesson 
for Hetty, thought Mrs. Spring, quietly studyir:; Viola’s 
radiant face and dreamy manner and the deplorable poppies. 
Perhaps she will appreciate our parties more, novs that she 
has seen how dreadful a badly-run one can be. Poor Mrs. 
Wither; I really feel for her, but whci/ a stupid woman, why 
didn’t she let Lyons do everything? That pretty little thing 
is in love with Vic ; it’s too bad of him, naughty boy. 

Everyone was relieved when tea was announced, though 
their spirits were dashed again on seeing Mrs. Wither at 
the french windows, firmly waving people into the garden, 
which seemed p eculiarly uninviting . Everything was blow- 
ing about, and Sa^on, Annie and Fawcuss looked furious 
as they stood behind the tables. The monkey puzzle cut 
off what sun there was, and the wind sent bits of twig and 
dust down into people’s cups. 

A mild scene was created by Doctor Parsham who firmly 
refused to go into the garden to have his tea but insisted 
upon having it brought to him by the fire. Doctor Parsham 
said that his life, as a medical man, was of more value to the 
community than that of any lay life; and therefore he was 
not going to risk it by sitting about in that gale. Other 
people could please themselves: he was going to keep the 
fire warm ; and Doctor Parsham roared with laughter, while 
everyone else looked wistfully at the fire but had not the 
courage to follow his example. 

Fortunately, the sun came out quite strongly during tea, 
and people’s teeth stopped chattering. Someone round in 
the yard put a bone or something in Chappy’s mouth and 
shut him up; Polo was again seized by Saxon and firmly 
tied up in a far, sheltered corner of the garden with a lump 



206 


nightIingale wood 


of cake, so that he could not^make a nuisance of himself a 
third time; and spirits began to rise as the refreshments 
circulated. ^ 

Tina’s, indeed, rose dizzily. As Saxon handed her a cup 
of tea, coming for a moment between her and her com- 
panion (for Saxon had not been trained as a waiter) he had 
given her, with the cup, a slow, tiny wink; a wink of 
unutterable boredom, sophis tjcatio n and friendliness. 
Really, as one intelligent person to another — said the wink. 
Recklessly Tina returned it, lowering her long lashes. Oh, 
he’s not angry with me! sang her heart. He’s forgiven me. 
Everything’s going to be all right. I’m sure. . . . 

.It was at precisely this idyllic moment that there butst 
upon the air an uproar from the jard, in which Chappy’s 
barking, the outraged voice of Cook, and a man’s loud deep 
tones were mingled. 

Mr. Wither, appalled, half-rose from his chair with a 
cucumber sandwich in one hand, and gazed at Mrs. Wither. 
What has gone wrong now, said his look? The money. 
Chappy, Polo, the cakes, the weather — what further 
thunderbolt had Fate in store? 

“Mishter Wither!” roared an enormous, a fatally 
familiar voice. “Mishter Wither! Yer walking stick’s 
done! I’ve got it ’ere. Better come and fetch it. 
Let you ’ave it for fifteen bob. Mishter Wither!” 

The roar stopped abruptly. 

“What are you a-doin’ ’ere?” demanded the voice, more 
quietly, but in the same carrying tone, “Go ’ome.” 

“Go home yourself, Dick Falger,” said a woman’s 
voice, shrilly (Tina, watching Saxon, saw him start, and 
move forward, then stop himself). “Proper drunk you 
are. 

“So are you,” retorted the Hermit. “Both of ush. 
Nev’min’! Mister WiVher! Mister Wither! ” 

It was impossible to ignore the deafening noise. The 
guests gave it up. With cups and food suspended in mid- 
air, they gazed in the direction of the yard, concealed from 
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the garden by a screen of limes in blossom and thick shrubs. 
In the pause Chappy began to bark furiously. 

No one said anything. Noonemov«d. Mr. Wit her gazed 
helplessly at Mrs. Wither, everyone gazed inquiringly at 
everyone else. Finally Colonel Phillips, staring', straight 
ahead of him, said curtly : 

“No business of mint, but can I be of any use 

“Oh no, no, I don’t think so, thank you, ver\ good of 
you,” stammered Mr. Wither. “It’s only that fellow who 
lives in the wood across the road, you know, he — Saxon, 
go and see what’s the matter, will you? Turn the fellow 
out . . . disgraceful. . . .” 

‘He bent forward and began to tell Colonel Phillips about 
the Hermit, while everyone else, revived by this incident, 
fell upon their tea with renewed appetite. 

Saxon went off quickly, looking rather pale. 

Tina, forgetting that her companion was waiting to be 
infoitned about the Hermit, stared after him, her heart 
beating faster. Suppose there was a fight? 

For a few minutes there was silence. Everyone ate, 
talked, asked for more, with their ears pricked. 

Suddenly the uproar broke out again, louder than ever. 
Bellows, screams, scuflSing, shrieks, cries of pain and the 
furious barking of Chappy, suddenly changing to an 
agonized yelping, rang behind the screen of trees. 

“Chappy! Chappy!” roared Doctor Parsham, streaking 
out through the french windows and rushing across the 
lawn. “Leave my dog alone, damn you!” 

Colonel Phillips, Victor, Mr. Wither and all the other 
men were on their feet. 

Polo began to yap. Madge darted to his side. 

“Mishter Wither!” bellowed the voice. 

A piercing shriek. 

“Come on!” cried Colonel ^Phillips, and everyone, 
yielding to temptation, hurried across the lawn in the 
direction of the trees. The noises were so alarming that 
even Mrs. Spring, usually correct in her behaviour, felt it 
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her duty to investigate, while Lady Dovewood, as the mother 
of two sons whose hobby was boxing, felt a semi-profes- 
sional interest in any fight. Besides, the party was such a 
boring one. ' 

Viola found Victor by her side. He took her hand, and 
pulled her back so that they dropped behind the others, 
darted into a little old summer-house in a sheltered part of 
the garden, and dragged her in after him. 

“There!” he said coolly, shutting the door. “Now 
we . . 

It was almost dark in the summer-house, save for a shady, 
moving summer light coming through the window, dimmed 
by some evergreens. Viola, lost in a trance of pleasure and 
happiness, ardently returned his kisses, both arms round 
his necjc, her eyes shut, her breath coming fast. Neither 
spoke. 

They forgot where they were. Everything was silent, 
except the rush of the wind through the glittering laurels 
outside, whose lights danced over the cobwebbed ceiling. 

At last Victor muttered, “This won’t do. They’l^ be 
wondering where we are.” 

She sighed, and slowly opened her eyes. The pupils Sfiad 
spread velvet black over the grey; they lootepd up a<^ini 
solemnly. 

“Wake up!” He gave her a little shake. “Pull yourself 
together.” 

It would never do to have her reappear with that look on 
her face. She might as well wear a placard round her neck. 

“What’s your name?” he asked gently, looking at her 
over his shoulder as he opened the door. 

“Viola,” almost in a whisper. 

“Pretty . . . like you. Now look here . . .” he was 
cautiously yet casually looking round the garden; it was 
deserted, but confused ^sounds still came from the yard, 
“not a word about this to anyone, do you understand?” 

“Of course not,” she said, going very pink. “I shouldn’t 
dream of it.” 
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“Well . . . mind you don’^. ^ Because . . they were 
walking quickly across to the screen of trees. Vioi.i shivered 
a little in the cool wind ; she still felt dlzed ; . if you do, 

it may land us in all kinds of a mess/’ 

He gave her a caressing smile which she faintl) returned. 
She was completely happy, walking over the grass in a 
dream of delight. He had kissed her, he loved her. He 
would take her to the theatre, and while they were there, 
he would ask her to marry him. It was >#'onderf aI; it was 
like a fairy story, but it was true. 

“The battle seems to be over,” said Victor cheerfully, as 
they stepped round the lime-trees, “Mrs. Wither turned 
her ankle, and I stopped to look after her,” smihng impu- 
dently at Mrs. Wither senior, whose distressed yet sharp 
eyes were turned suspiciously upon Viola. “Have you got 
rid of the Hermit?’’ 

“Yes, Colonel Phillips and Saxon had to run him out of 
the yard,’’ said Mrs. Wither, who was so much embarrassed 
by the events of the afternoon and so overwhelmed by the 
calamities that had befallen her garden party that she was 
nearly crying. “Here they come now . . . oh. Colonel 
Phillips, how good of ’you! 1 d^hppe you’re not hurt? 
I can’t tell you how sorry we are. . . .’’ 

“Nonsense, nonsense. Not your fault. No harm done,” 
said Colonel Phillips, grimly (he was limping). “Your 
chauffeur got the worse of it. I’m afraid. The fellow got 
him down before I could stop him. Gave his head a nasty 
crack. Your good Cook is attending to him, Parsham! 
your beastly dog got loose and legged it up the road . . . 
bowled me over, confound it. He's half-way home now, 
I should think.’’ 

“Is Saxon much hurt, Annie?’’ asked Tina, with trembling 
lips, as the party slowly went back into the garden, all talking 
at once and agreeing that the Herrilit was a disgrace, Mrs. 
Caker a great pity, and their association a scandal. A 
beautiful evening was settiijg in, the wind had fallen at 
last. Little gold clouds were spread over the sky. 



210 


NlGHilNGALE WOOD 

**Not much. Miss Tina^ Ijc’s got a nasty brjiige. But, 
Miss,” Annie lowered her voice, staring down respectfully 
at her large feet, “hV’s so upset. His mother being there, 
you know, Miss, with that man. The worse for drink. 
Isn’t it dreadful, Miss, a nice respectable boy like Saxon. 
In front of everyone. Calling him names. Miss. Cook and 
me didn’t know where to look.” 

“I’ll come down and see him,” said Tina suddenly, 
turning her back on the garden party (which was now 
going like a house on fire, since something nasty had hap- 
pened and given everyone a subject for talk. There is 
nothing like something nasty for bringing people together.) 

.“I’m so sorry about it all, Annie,” went on Tina, as they 
walked quickly back to the house. “ He is a nice respectable 
boy, and I should like him to know that we’re not angry 
with him because his mother came here like that.” 

There was an. indescribable comfort in talking thus 
to Annie, who hid been with them for fifteen years and 
known Tina as a girl, in the shadow of the ugly, staid 
house where she had been bom. Though she did not love 
the house nor the people in it, though she took them for 
granted and longed to get away from the life she lived there 
with them, she felt that by talking about Saxon like this 
she was drawing him into the circle of her own life and 
surrounding him with comfort and warmth. Tina wanted 
to show Annie, Saxon himself, everyone, that The Eagles 
cared for him, and supposed him against the groggness of 
his mother and her life. 

The hush that had fallen with evening, the calm golden 
light on the house, the cotolestones and the half-open 
garage door, seemed beautinil to her. She felt happy yet 
sad, as though she were listening to music. 

“Is he in your parlour?” 

“Yes, Miss Tina.” • 

The servants’ parlour was on the other side of the house, 
and had a view of the road an,d the oak wood. The room 
was full of reflected sunbeams thrown up from the white 

• V 
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lane, and in this strange shimn^er of light, Sax<^n looked 
very pale. He was sitting In Cook’s own wi.ker-chair 
while Cook herself carefully bathed an ugly bru se at the 
back of his head with warm water and boracic He was 
very quiet. Tina saw at once that he was blinded by rage. 
He looked up at her as though he did not knov^ her, 

“There — here’s Miss Tina come to see you,” sud Cook, 
in as soothing a voice as her austere nature could manage ; 
she spoke as though he were seven years old. 

“Is it'bad?” asked Tina, quietly. 

“Oh no, Miss; Doctor Parsham said I could do all that 
was necessary. But it’s made him feel sick like, for the 
minute.” 

“Of course,” nodded Annie, importantly. (Fawciiss 
was upstairs helping to usher out the visitors.) “Falling 
like that. Bound to.” 

Saxon said nothing, but stared at his boots. 

I must say something to comfort him, thought Tina. 
It’s horrible to see all his courage gone. What can I say? 
Nothing patronizing; nothing soft or “cheery.” Difficult. 

But as she looked at his dark lowered head and the line 
of eyelashes lying obstinately on his pale cheek, she sud- 
denly found herself speaking from her heart, as though he 
and she were alone. 

“You mustn’t mind about it,” she said, gently yet with 
authority, bending a little towards him. “It’s horrible, I 
know, but it doesn’t make any difference to you, Saxon. 
A person’s self-respect isn’t hurt by what other people do 
to them. Only you can hurt your own self-respect. So 
you mustn’t mind.” 

Cook and Annie, standing apart, seemed a little surprised, 
but Cook nodded approvingly. The three women looked 
gently at him, as though he were a child ; and Tina’s honesty 
and tenderness, the dour goodness of the ageing servants, 
seemed to surround him like a wall, reminding him that 
other people also cared about Virtue in her myriad forms, 
that his battle was not fought without allies. 
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He did not look up, hu\ said in a very low, yet distinct, 
tone: “Thank you, Miss Tinh.” 

When she got up^to her room that evening about ten 
o’clock she found on me black lacquer table a little bunch of 
pink roses, their stems neatly tied with bast. None grew in 
the Withers’s own garden ; the nearest came from a cottage 
on the other side of the wood near the cross-roads, where 
the children stood on Sundays and offered them to passing 
motorists. He must have walked all the way back with 
them, made some excuse to get into the house, and found 
his way, while the family were at dinner, to her room. 

A sweet breath came hauntingly from them and scented 
the air about her all night while she slept. 

About half-past eight that evening, as the servants were 
settling ^down to listen-in, a van rushed into the yard, 
dusty and triumphant, driven by an old man. Out of it 
hopped a little boy, and flew up to the back door with a 
huge package. 

It was the cakes. 



CHAPTER XVI 


H OW happily three summer days flew past ! ^ iola shone 
with her secret; she played with Polo, picke»! out tunes 
on the piano with one finger, sang last year’s sorgs up and 
downstairs, tried to help everyone and madt rather a 
nuisance of herself. She wrote Mrs. Victor Spring, Viola 
Spring, Yours sincerely Mrs. V. Spring, all over her writing- 
Wock, repaired her small store of clothes with a vague idea of 
being ready for a sudden departure, and kissed the dahce 
programme every night before she went to sleep. It has 
been hinted that her nature was affectionate; now that it 
had received encouragement there was no holding it; she 
was ‘in love, so much in love that she did not realize that it 
was Wednesday morning and the letter had not cpme; 
and that the man she was in love with was the legendary 
Victor Spring. Victor had now become Him. He was less 
of a real person than .ever. She never once thought about 
his character or his income or his mother. She was drunk. 
She wandered about like a dazzled moth, smiling dreamily, 
and running downstairs when the postman came, crying: 
“Anything for me?” 

He had said : “Good. I’ll write to you,” so of course he 
would. It was not like last time when he had not said 
anything. 

When Friday morning came and there was no letter, she 
could still find satisfying reasons why there should not be, 
for she remembered Mr. Wither saying that Victor was very 
busy just now; and had not Victor himself told her that he 
had cut two Board meetings and a trip to the North to come 
to the garden party? Having made this excuse for him, she 
happily resumed her waiting for the letter, living on 
memories and hardly awafe of the days as they flew, nor 
’ 213 
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of the fact that the atmosphere of The Eagles was much 
pleasanter than was usual. * 

Tina had fresh livelkiess in her manner and colour in her 
cheeks, Madge was always good humoured and made a lot 
of jokes, which pleased Mrs. Wither and kept her from 
disapproving of everything as much as usual, and Mr. 
Wither, because the money had again rallied, was on top 
of the world. He showed it by suddenly giving the four 
women a pound each. 

Fawcuss, Annie and Cook were kept busy and contented 
about the annual Summer F6te given by the Vicar of Sible 
Pelden; they were knitting, baking and sewing things for 
the Give What You Like stall. Saxon’s whistle, cheerful 
and sweet even when it was rendering: “Whaddam I 
Gonta Dp?” was heard all day round the mansion and in 
the yard like the voice of an invisible house-spirit. Polo 
learned to do Trust and Paid For. Mr. Spurrey wrote that 
his rheumatism was better. The weather was beautiful, and 
everything too pleasant to last. 

The general contentment was increased on Monday morn- 
ing by the arrival of an elegant printed invitation, to the 
entire household, to attend a garden party at Grassmere on 
the following Saturday! 

Mrs. Wither studied the card, printed in white on scarlet 
with a tiny sailing-boat in one corner. It had that air of 
just having been thought of and rushed off in hundreds by 
an up-to-date and expensive printing firm that marked all 
the Spring stationery. It looked exciting. It made you 
think “Now why didn’t we splash a bit and have our cards 
done like that?” It was only later that you realized that 
the party itself, the house it was given in, the food and 
the drink, would have to be even more exciting than the 
card, in order to justify the excitement the card had raised. 
Then, of course, you gave up the whole idea and bought 
ordinary cards as usual. 

“It says ‘Staff too, please!’ on the back,” said Tina, 
craning. 
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“So it does,” murmured Mr^f. Wither, turning; the card 
round. It was pretty, it was exciting. All the same, she did 
not quite approve of it. / 

“It must be going to be a jolly bigparty,” said Madge. 

“Til wear my pink,” thought Viola, her happiness mount- 
ing because she would see Victor again, in the sunny 
gardens of his own home, and hear from him v* hy he bid 
not had time to write and fix up definitely about the 
theatre. She wandered off into delightful thoughts about 
Victor and clothes. 

“Did you see this, m’m?” inquired Cook, primly, but 
looking rather pleased, when Mrs. Wither went down later 
tt) see her about some domestic matter. It was another 
card, addressed to The Staff, The Eagles, printed in white 
on dark blue with a lawn-umbrella in one corner. “From 
the staff at Grassmere, m’m. It’s a garden party they’re 
giving next Saturday. Quite a big affair, I should think, 
m’m.” 

Cook then shut her Ups, lowered her lids, and gazed 
modestly at the floor. The next move was Mrs. Wither’s. 

“Oh yes. Yes. We have had one too, Cook. We are 
all invited, it seems. Very kind of Mrs. Spring,” said Mrs. 
Wither, who thought it very odd and ostentatious of Mrs. 
Spring, but felt that she, as gentry, must back up other 
gentry, even in their eccentricities. 

“Will it be convenient for me and Fawcuss and Annie 
to go, m’m?” pursued Cook, firmly. 

“Oh yes. Cook, by all means. We will all go. We will 
have a cold, early lunch,” went on Mrs. Wither, a faint 
eagerness invading her voice, “and lock up the house ” 

“I suppose that would include Saxon, m’m?” 

“Oh yes, certainly, by all means. Saxon, of course.” 

And they went on to work out plans for Saturday in 
detail, enjoying the party a week before the party was due. 
This is one of the many advantages of leading a quiet life. 

“Well, I’m sure I hope they have better weather than we 
had* m’m,” said Fawcuss, coming leisurely in to fetch a 
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new tin of Vim from a clipboard. “I’m sure everything 
was against us the day we ha5 our garden party, m’m, of 
course,” said Fawcusi stooping slowly to get the Vim out 
of its dungeon, “weather makes such a difference; all the 
difference, you may say. It’s easy enough to make a show, 
isn’t it, m’m, if everything goes right. But what with the 
weather, and that dreadful man, and that woman, and the 
Doctor’s dog, and them cakes ” 

By this time a sobriety had fallen upon the kitchen. 
Murmuring yes, it had all been most unfortunate, Mrs. 
Wither retreated. 

As they drove through the lanes to Grassmere on the day 
of the garden party, Viola was happier than she had eveTt* 
been in her life. Her own feelings, the flowers and trees, 
the sun high in the blue sky, seemed slowly rising, rising 
towards some wonderful moment. The whole of life was 
moving upwards, like music, or a wave before it breaks. 
At any moment now — as they drew nearer to Grassrhere 
— the marvellous thing would happen, and nothing would 
ever be the same. She did not think clearly about her 
feelings, but sat quite still in the heart of happiness with 
eyes half closed and parted lips. Bright pink roses glowed 
in the dusty hedges. Summer heat came up from the 
glaring road and fell from the darkening elms. The day, 
and Viola, were wonderfully, triumphantly happy. 

When Grassmere came in sight they all exclaimed, for 
the trees were looped with white and scarlet bunting, and 
there w^s an awning in those colours over the gates. Music 
drifted through the trees and they could see light dresses 
moving across the lawns, 

“Quite gay. Must have cost young Spring a pretty 
penny,” Mr. Wither’s tone expressed approval, and some 
awe at the temperament which could spend a pretty penny 
on a festival so at the mercy of chance as a garden party. 

Mr. Wither was mistaken. Victor never took chances. 
If he saw his plans were about^ to be upset by God, he 
altered them before God had time to act. Had he not been 
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sure of perfect weather, that g*'^rden party wouKl have been 
turned at the last minute into another sort of party, suitable 
for indoors. I 

Saxon, giving Tina a faint smile,' drove off lo fetch the 
three maids from The Eagles, and the party m >ved slowly 
in through the gates. 

It was a far bigger affair than they had expec ted. There 
must have been over a hundred people, walking leisurely 
about, playing tennis, listening to the string band, reclining 
in deck-chairs and lying on swing-seats, stepping out of the 
drawing-room french windows with drinks in their hands 
and exclaiming: “Isn’t it scorching! Couldn’t have had a 
better day for it! Just Vic’s luck, of course.” Laughter 
and the low roar of voices almost drowned the music. White- 
jacketed waiters moved deftly in and out, feeding and oiling 
the crowd, popping piles of exotic sandwiches under people’s 
noses, saying: “Certainly, sir. Very good, sir. Excuse me. 
Pardon, sir. Pardon, Madam. . . . pardon. . . .” 

The party from The Eagles felt quite bewildered. They 
could not see one person they knew; the host and hostess 
were not to be detected, and they did not know where to 
look for them. The ^arty was so much larger and more 
luxurious than they had expected that they were almost 
shocked. It was like finding themselves at the Royal 
Garden Party in a nightmare. 

But after they had all found deck-chairs, and been fed 
and given tea by the waiters, and recognized one or two 
people, they began to enjoy the party, though they were 
content merely to sit and watch. Mrs. Wither did say once 
that they really ought to go and find Mrs. Spring, but the 
chairs were so comfortable, the tea so delicious, and the 
afternoon so hot that they lingered on, under their rose-pink 
umbrella, without making a rtiove. 

People were still arriving, fashionable strangers, pre- 
sumably from London, or from Stanton where the Springs 
had many friends. Viola was quite content, studying the 
clothes of the women and wondering who they were. She 
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was not jealous of them, ibecause Victor had kissed her. 
He would not have kissed her unless he liked her better 
than all these beautifully dressed girls. Presently she would 
see him.^ 

“HuUo^good afternoon! Have you had tea and every- 
thing? Yes — good. Unpleasantly hot, d’you not think? 
I am so glad that you could come.’’ 

It was Hetty sauntering up to them, pallid with the heat 
and looking bored, a tail of hair pol^g out under her 
shady hat. 

“How do you do . . . oh, not too hot, surely? We were 
just saying what a perfect afternoon it is — provided that one 
can sit still, of course . . . ! and a delightful party, really 
delightful, so original, and it was so kind of your aunt to 
ask the-maids, too. Are they having their party ?” 

“Oh yes, at the other side of the house. May I sit 
here?” pulling up a chair. Mr. Wither, who ought to have 
bounded to do this for her, slept. 

“Do.” 

“I am relieved to hear that you are not finding the 
entertainment too de plorab le,” went on Hetty, drearily. 

“My dear! Of course not. What a strange thing to 
say!” Mrs. Wither gave a shocked little laugh; what a 
peculiar girl Miss Franklin was. “How could anyone not 
enjoy it? And the maids were so pleased to come — of 
course, that class doesn’t get much pleasure, does it? 
Perhaps that’s all for the best, really, for pleasure seems to 
have a bad eflfect on them, doesn’t it, though one ought 
not to say so in these ‘Socialist’ days, I suppose.” 

Mrs. Wither would have been surprised to learn how 
much pleasure the Hermit and Mrs. Caker had. 

“Does it?” said Hetty vaguely, who did not think much 
about the lack of pleasure among the English working 
classes. “Does it not, I^ean?” 

Her voice went off into silence, and she fell into a reverie 
about the staff at Grassmere and decided that they had a 
good deal of pleasure, what with their wireless, separate 
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bedrooms, good table and ser>rants' hall But it was too 
hot to argue. She stared dreamily through half-shut lids 
at the bright dresses floating over ireen lawnv, the pink 
lively faces with open laughing motiths, the he-ivy boughs 
of the trees hanging down. 

“Where is your aunt?” inquired Mrs. Wither, after a 
sleepy pause. “I have not seen her yet, nor yo.ir cousin.” 

“She is in the drawing-room, I imagine, with Vic and 
Phyl. They are still being congratulated,” replied Hetty; 
and then, with a disagreeable shock of dismay, realized 
what she had said. 

“Congratulated?” exclaimed Mrs. Wither, animatedly, 
sitting up. “What for? Is your cousin ?” 

“Yes, engaged. Yes,” stammered Hetty, aware from the 
corner of her eye that young Mrs. Wither was staring at her 
with a face going ever paler, even under the glow shed by 
the rosy lawn-umbrella, while her eyes were widening as 
though she saw a blow coming. 

“Yes, it was in the Daily Telegraph yesterday, but perhaps 
you do not take the Telegraph"" (Mr. Wither woke up and 
shook his head, muttering, “No, Morning Post"") “and this 
party is really to celebrate the engagement, you see.” 

(I must keep on talking, so they won’t notice her . . . 
fancy looking like that over a sunburnt void like Vic, 
indeed and indeed, tastes do differ. . . .) 

“Oh yes,” she drawled on, not giving Mrs. Wither a 
chance to speak, “he’s beenj^flBcially engaged to Phyl 
for two years but they only^ffixe^he ring (platinum, I need 
. hardly say, and inevitably, mree very large diamonds) this 
morning; they’ve known each other since they were at 
school. . . .” 

“ A boy-and-girl affair ! How romantic ! ” exclaimed Mrs. 
Wither, feeling envious. Why did none of her children get 
engaged properly? Victor Spring had, as usual, done the 
correct thing. He would never have blundered into marrying 
a shopgirl. 

“jWas that the pretty dark girl in your party at, the 
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Infernal Ball?” inquired |Tina, feeling warmly generous 
towards the world and showing her mood in her voice. 

“That would be shy She is generally admired, I believe.” 
(No, she’s not going'to faint, she’s going to cry; I must 
get her out of this; it wouldn’t be civilized to let her see 
Vic and Phyl with that look on her face, poor little idiot. 
What has he been doing to her? But how tiresome and 
unnecessary all these emotions are. Thank heaven for books.) 
“But I think her looks are dull,” she ended calmly. She 
sometimes made these candid avowals, which went rushing 
off over the idle plains of gossip and returned like boom- 
erangs to stun her aunt by their indiscreetness. (That will 
show her I am no friend of the immaculate Phyl’s — bat 
Heaven forbid that I should have to take sides. Nothing so 
tedious.) 

“Well, after that, I must certainly go at once and offer 
my congratulations,” announced Mrs. Wither. “Madge — 
Tina?” 

Everyone stood up and began to move towards the 
house; but though Viola got up with the others, she did so 
without knowing what she was doing and made no move- 
ment to follow them, but stood there? staring at the blurred 
colours of the crowd through thick tears, a lump aching in 
her throat, lost. 

“Would you care to come down to the river? It is 
quieter there. 1 will take you.” 

A cool plump arm came through her own and Hetty led 
her away. 

Down in the shrubbery on the river bank, a few chairs 
had been arranged for those older guests who liked shade, 
solitude and the smell of rhododendrons, and it was into 
one of these temporary bcfwers that Hetty steered Viola, 
who was now crying freely, with her head bent and sharp 
little gasps escaping now«and again from between her bitten 
lips. She sat down on the very edge of the chair, upright, 
and cried into a pair of crumpled yellowish-white gloves, 
while Hetty, leaning back in tne other, glanced uneasily 
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round to make sure that no otbf r guest was near , and won- 
dered what on earth to say. She felt sorry for the other girl 
but also scornful and impatient. No hnt but a person with- 
out taste could be so infatuated wAh Victor, and only a 
person without courage and reserve would so display their 
feelings. 

How I wish that I had been anywhere bui with the 
Withers when she heard the news, thought Hetty And how 
bard she is taking it! 1 had a suspicion, ever sin^e the Ball» 
that Victor was attracted, but I had no idea it had gone so 
far. And I must go and blurt out the one thing I did not 
mean to. Oh well. Heat-waves always rob me of intelli- 
gence. 

“Have you no handkerchief?” she inquired, at last, 
brusquely ; and when Viola shook her head, brought out an 
inky one of her own from the top of her stocking and 
worked it between the mourner’s hands. 

“Thank you,” Viola’s voice was hoarse and exhausted. 
With bent head she scrubbed at her eyes, blew her nose, 
which was pink as an end-of-season gooseberry, then 
carefully rolled the handkerchief into a ball and stared down 
at her shoes. 

“Awfully sorry to be such an ass,” she said at last. 

“That’s all right.” Hetty was staring down between the 
dark leaves at the blue river where the boats swayed at 
anchor. 

“ Only, you see, I had a bit of a shock. I’m all right now.” 

“That’s good.” Miss Franklin’s tone was not encour- 
aging. She relished morbid psychology; but she preferred 
to observe it from a distance; when it came close, it em- 
barrassed her. 

“You see” (Viola never had much reserve and now what 
she had was in ruins, and she was longing to pour out her 
misery to someone) “promise honour bright, you won’t 
tell anyone.” 

“My patience, yes,” exclaimed Hefty, amused and 
softened by the schoolgirlis’h nature of Viola’s oath, “I qnly 
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wish to mind my own busii^ss, I assure you. Pray do not 
tell me anything you would rather keep to yourself.” 

“Oh, I’d like to tell someone,” said Viola, watering at the 
eyes again. “It’s onlj that — oh, I suppose I’m an ass. 
Only I did think He — Mr. Spring — your cousin — was 
rather, well, a bit keen on me, you know ; he did make a 
dead set at me, at that dance, you know, and he was going 
to take me out to a show in town, he promised to write to 
me, and I was so looking forward to it, and I was so awfully 
happy coming along here to-day and then when I — when I 

heard he wh — ^wh ” her voice fluttered, and up went the 

handkerchief-ball again, “ — was engaged, it was such a 
shock, I couldn’t help crying. You see, that isn’t everything 
— dancing with me, I mean, and saying he’d write. He — 
kissed m^ as a matter of fact. Quite a lot.” 

“Never!” cried Hetty. 

Viola’s narrow, wet grey eyes looked at her in mournful 
suspicion. 

“Do you mean he often kisses people? Like that, I 
mean?” 

“About five people a week, I should think,” retorted 
Hetty, brutally. There was only one course to take : crush 
this itif^juation at once, by any means. 

“Really and truly, does he? Didn’t it mean anything, 
don’t you think?” 

“Not one thing. He is a great flirt. He cannot resist any 
face that is not definitely Epstein-isF. ’ 

Viola only looked bewildered; and Hetty saw that she 
was unconvinced. 

“Honour bright,’’ she finished, dryly. 

“Well, I don’t believe it,” said Viola, sulkily. “Kissing 
someone like that, and saying he’d write. Why did he say 
he was going to, unless he was? There wouldn’t be any 
sense in it, would there?”* 

(There is none in you, thought Miss Franklin.) She said : 

“Well, I have fold you what he is like, and it is true. 
If yoju choose not to believe me, fhat is not my fault.” ^ 
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“Oh, I didn’t mean you’re tellmgffi^or anyth: ng.” 

“Fibs? Oh . . . lies. All right. I oidn’t think that you 

did ” (how confusing the grami^r does become in 

these emotional situations). J 

“I only meant you don’t understand,’’ ended Viola, 
gently. 

“Don’t understand Victor?” 

Viola shook her head bewilderedly. It ached and her 
eyes smarted. She found Hetty difficult to talk t and not 
very comforting. 

But there was no comfort anywhere now. 

“Never mind,” said Hetty, more kindly. She suw Viola’s 
ignorant, childish, shallow nature spread before her like a 
little map, and it was not fair to use irony on so much 
simplicity ; it was in rather bad taste, she felt. One was not 
ironical with dogs and children. 

“Have you any powder?” 

Viola nodded. 

“Then put some on and we’ll go and congratulate the 
happy pair.” 

“Oh, 1 couldn’t!” It was a cry. 

“Nonsense, you must. You don’t want everyone to see 
that you’ve been crying, and notice that you didn’t con- 
gratulate them, do you? Why,” explained Hetty, “everyone 
will guess what has happened.” 

“Will they?” 

“Of course they will, and laugh at you.” 

“Beasts,” said Viola, going red, and getting out her 
powder. “All right then. I’ll come, but I don’t want to a 
bit and I wish I was dead.” 

“Well, one day you will be, and so shall I; but mean- 
while we may as well behave with courage and common 
sense. Now come along, and do try to look more cheerful. 
You are prettier than Phyl, you know ; she is only a type. 
You are an individual.” 

“Am I?” murmured Viola, as they slo\^ly walked out of 
the ^rubbery towards the glowing lawns again. 
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“Certainly you are. Le^ that be a comfort to you.” 

But as Viola was not quite*" sure what an individual was, 
she did not find it comforting. 

Phyllis was thoroughly enjoying her afternoon. She 
was the most important person there, and her dress fitted to 
perfection. She stood before the flower-concealed fireplace, 
laughing, flashing her ring, giving one man after another, as 
they came up to congratulate her, a mischievous look that 
said “Better luck next time!” and feeling pleased with 
Victor, who not only looked very handsome in a new light 
suit but wore exactly the correct air of deference, smiling 
embarrassment, and awe at his own good fortune that ought 
to stamp the betrothed of Miss Barlow. Really, I think we 
shall make a go of it, thought Phyllis, showing her white 
teeth, darting smiling sparkles from her round dark eyes 
throughout the afternoon, and feeling pleased that every- 
thing was settled. It would be fun to be a young-married, 
have a smart flat, and begin to entertain. 

Towards five o’clock, as the crowd in the drawing-room 
lessened, there trailed in Hetty, followed by that curly-haired 
Wither girl in pink. Phyllis studied her with an almost 
kindly condescension, for there wars nothing now to be 
feared in that quarter. She knew Vic; he would not start 
anything now that they were ofiicially engaged. 

“I don’t think you have met, have you,” intoned Hetty, 
stopping in front of Phyl. “Miss Barlow — Mrs. Wither.” 

“How do you do,” smiled Phyllis, dazzlingly, looking 
through Mrs. Wither. 

“Pleased to meet you,” muttered Mrs. Wither, studying. 
Phyllis’s dress and face with intensity. “ I-hear-we-have-to- 
congratulate-you,” she added, in the tone of one who 
quotes a proverb. Hetty had told her to say this, on their 
walk from the shrubbery. 

“Thank you so much,’* said Phyllis, sweetly. “Victor . . . 
here’s someone you know.” 

(Oh you double-dyed witch, Jhought Hetty. Can’t you 
lea>(e anything alone?) v 
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Victor turned from the man ^e was talking to, with a 
polite, expectant smile, and tooxed straight int(> the grey 
eyes that had last met his own in the S‘limmer-hoiise. 

Now they were so unhappy that he^ could hard y bear to 
meet them. He said something kind and pleasait — after- 
wards he could not remember what — and smiled a;: her, and 
turned away. Poor little girl, it’s a damned shamo, was his 
thought as he took up his conversation again ; and for some 
moments, so disturbed was he by her look, her presence, 
that he did not hear a word the other man said. 

But when she had gone, and the memory of her look was 
fading, he told himself that he had done the only possible 
thing. The frank pleasure with which she had returned his 
kisses had startled him. The next time I get that girl alone 
we shall lose our heads completely, he had thought. There 
just mustn’t be a next time. And so he had let the whole 
thing drop, thinking that the little Wither could look after 
herself and would soon find someone else to kiss (though 
that wasn’t such a good thought, either, as thoughts go) 
while he was lawfully kissing Phyl. 

Now he was wondering, as he talked, if the little Wither 
— Violet, that was it— rwas as hard-boiled as he had sup- 
posed? Her kisses had been frank, but not practised. Had 
he been trifling with a village maiden? How Phyl would 
shout at that ! But he would never let Phyl get wise to this 
little affair or there would probably be hell. 

#^nd anyway, I prefer kissing little Violet to Phyl, any day. 

Nice state of mind for a newly engaged man, I will admit. 



CHAPTER XVII 


A fter the springs’ garden party, dullness fell upon 
Sible Pelden. No one invited anyone anywhere, the 
weather was insufferably hot and heavy; and most of the 
gentry shut up their houses and rushed off on holiday. The 
days yawned like hot caverns filled with motionless black 
leaves, the stream in the wood dried up and the Hermit was 
obliged to go to Cakers’ twice a day to fetch cans of water 
and tickle Mrs. Caker’s neck, the birds were silent, and the 
young4>eople of Chesterbourne hurried out after their day’s 
work to bathe in the Bourne. Viola Wither shed two 
pounds in weight, Tina Wither put on three and lost the 
hollows in her cheeks. 

Grassmere was empty save for the head gardener and his 
wife. The Springs, it was said, were abroad. 

Saxon’s blackbird whistle was not heard so much around 
the house in this hot lifeless season. He was too worried 
to whistle ; for when he brought the roses for Tina, walking 
with them through the oak wood in the twilight, bruised 
and still full of anger and shame, he had lost the power to 
direct his own life : and he knew it. 

It had seemed so easy to let Tina make the running a. d 
then blackmail Mr. Wither; a sensible man who knew how 
to look after Number One would never have hesitated, and 
Saxon had always taken it for granted that he was a sensible 
man. 

But he had calculated without his better nature; and it 
was just this, which with the help of his will had hauled him 
out of his squalid home, that now prevented him from 
exploiting Tina’s fondness for him. 

Her words id the kitchen that evening had moved him as 
c^^eply*^ as his cautious natilre could be moved. They 
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embarrassed him because they v^ere whpt he called creeping- 
jesusish, and he hated Tin^ being in the position to say 
them, but their bravery and candouJ had impressed him : 
and when he gave her the roses, he give her his ruthlessness 
with them. 

Also, he wanted more than ever now to be respectable 
and as unlike his mother and old Falger as possible. It was 
certainly not respectable to seduce one of the local gentry 
and then blackmail her father. If I do that, thought Saxon, 
I’ll be as bad as those two and worse, because they’re 
ignorant, like animals, but I’m not. I know better. 

Besides, I don’t believe the old boy ’ud shell out all that 
(he had planned to ask Mr. Wither for a thousand pounds) 
just to shut my mouth. He’d probably kick her out with 
me, and that would be a nice state of affairs ; no reference, 
no Job, no cash, and perhaps a kid on the way. And I 
shouldn’t think she’s got a bit put away, or she’d have 
cleared out long ago. 

Fact is, decided Saxon, it was a bloody silly idea. 

Far-fetched. Like what you see on the movies. I’ll 
have to think of something else. Only what? Things can’t 
go on like this. I’m getting fond of her, too. May as well 
face up to it. She’s a sweet little thing ; got her head screwed 
on the right way, too. I shouldn’t half miss her if I left. 

His growing pleasure in her company puzzled him a little, 
because it never occurred to him that, before he knew Tina, 
^ had been lonely. He had purposely made himself so by 
dropping his hobbledehoy friends and offending the Sible 
Peldenites with his standoffish ways, but that did not make 
’the loneliness any pleasanter. He had, without knowing it, 
wanted the. friendship of an intelligent person ; and though 
their conversations were not highbrow, Tina supplied that 
want. 

He also liked being with her because she was so unlike 
his mother. The girls in Chesterbourne were youngei and 
prettier, but when they were older they ftiight get like his 
motljer, because they were* uneducated. Tina wouTd ngver 
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get dirty, loud voiced, and what Saxon (who retained that 
simple faith in Education which his betters have lost) 
thought of as Ignorai.t. Old educated ladies were all right ; 
there were a lot of them round Sible Pelden, and though 
they bellyached a bit (or so their gardeners and chauffeurs 
aflSrmed) they bellyached in an educated way, not in an 
ignorant one. He felt so grateful to Tina for liking him, for 
her words to him in the servants’ parlour, and for being 
gentry, that he could not keep up his coolness towards 
her, and those roses made it harder still. When they met 
for the lesson on the morning after the fight, he was as 
friendly, without overdoing things, as Tina could desire. 

As the days of August passed, she seemed to hold her 
breath lest her delicate happiness should be spoiled. Each 
morning brought them into a deeper intimacy, but so gently 
that she could only just be sure, by pausing to think, that 
it was on Tuesday, and not on Wednesday, that he first put 
his arm round her. But he first kissed her on Saturday 
the 19th, when they said good-bye at the end of the lesson. 
She did remember that; how could she forget? 

If their embraces remained gentle, their friendship grew 
stroj^^'Saxon had never talked .to anyone about his 
aunbitions, but he talked to Tina ; off-handedly yet seriously, 
dropping a hint here and a comment there. He asked 
her if she would correct his grammar, and Tina, wanting 
to laugh and cry, said that of course she would ... if 
he meant what he said? and if her corrections wou^t 
not offend him. Oh no, he wouldn’t be offended; he 
got over all that sort of thing four years ago, when he 
decided to better himself. “It’s best to have things straight; 
that’s what I think,’’ he added, unconsciously praising the 
candour that he admired in her. “Say what you mean, 
right out. Then you can’t go far wrong.” 

“Yes,” Tina agreed doubtfully, “but there’s a wrong and 
a right way of doing it. One doesn’t want to hurt people. 
Besides, it’s ill-bred to do that.” 

He nodded; but she could see the unfamiliar idea, that 
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kindness and education were somehow connected, grinding 
in his head, much as the wheat nad ground in his father’s 
mill. It gave her the keenest pleasure ihus to educate him. 
She had not suspected, when she romantically longed to 
drive with Saxon along summer lanes, that some of her 
happiness would come from telling him not to say shouldn’t 
half.” Her motherly instincts, her touch of peduntry, and 
her feelings as a woman who had been compellc<l to make 
advances to a young man, were all satisfied by gently 
telling Saxon not to say “shouldn’t half.” Love has the 
oddest by-products. 

She had never imagined that so much happiness existed. 
No wonder I used to feel half alive, she thought ; I must 
have known, subconsciously, how much I was missidg. 
It’s like having a brother, a child and someone to play with, 
all in one person. 

I suppose a happy marriage is like that. 

She refused to think about the future. 

Every morning they drove away into the hushed, lonely 
lanes where blackberry and honeysuckle bloomed and 
the dusty holly-trees looked over the hedges. Then, when 
she had dutifully practised reversing, changing gears, and 
backing out through an opened gate where cows stared 
with comely lowered heads, Saxon would brake, shut off 
the engine, push his cap to the back of his head, take 
out a packet of Gold Flake and silently offer her one. 
WB would shade a match for her while she lit up, still in 
friendly quiet. Then they would lean back, drawing in 
smoke, looking dreamily at the cloudless sky. Neither 
spoke. One of the qualities she liked in Saxon was his 
silence. He never chattered, although she knew his country- 
boy’s eyes noticed every bird, car, and beast that they passed. 

When the cigarette was a third smoked, his arm would 
go round her waist and he would pull her gently to his side, 
so that her cheek felt the sun-hot metal of the button^ on 
his jacket. Sometimes the shadow of his head came between 
her ajid the sun as he bent and gently kissed her. They would 

I 
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talk a little, but never about their feelings for one another; 
they played a game of not iioticing the kisses and the arm 
round her waist. 

Towards the end (uf August they were so peacefully happy 
that they forgot to be discr£;et. If a lane was pretty, but 
also near The Eagles, they pulled up there for the cigarette 
and the kisses; and often Tina’s head reclined upon Saxon’s 
shoulder less than half a mile from Mr. Wither’s study. 

“You know,’’ said Saxon one morning as they lingered 
in one of these dangerous lanes, the car turned in at an 
open meadow gate, “I never thought you could be friends 
with a woman.” 

“Didn’t you?” Tina managed to sound only casually 
interested. 

“No. Not — well, friends, like — I mean, with the others 
I always had to be talking a lot of— b — a lot of rubbish. 
Sorry.” 

Oh, so there were others, she thought, not noticing the 
slip and the apology. 1 wonder. 

She tried, without success, not to wonder. 

“Well, they weren’t anything, really,” he went on, 
smiling at her. “Chesterbourne Kids, mostly, out for a 
bit of fun.” 

She said nothing. She almost held her breath. 

It was at this moment that a loud lip-smacking noise 
sounded through the peaceful silence, while a voice, appar- 
ently from nowhere, announced complacently — 

“Yum-yum! Naughty-naughty! I spy you hiding there ! ” 

Tina and Saxon sprang apart, looking wildly round, but 
there was no one to be seen. The lane was closed by thick 
hedges, and on the left, the oak-trees of the little wood 
began. 

“Pcek-abo!” sang the voice. “D/z, they were enjoying it 
so! When one of then^ said, you saucy old crow, now just 
yoi^ he off with your peek-abo!"^ 

The sound came from above. Saxon looked up, and saw 
something unnaturally big and dark lodged in one of the 
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oak-trees. It craned forward and 'gracefully waved. It was 
the Hermit. , i ^ 

The Hermit was not at all bitter a^out his ( defeat at the 
garden party, because his superb health an(t his vanity 
made for him an armour so thick tnat it did ? ot occur to 
him that he could be defeated. If people did i ot like him, 
that was their loss, and if anyone got so far as hitting him, 
he hit back, and usually won. When he lost, h forgot that 
he had. When threatened, he took no notio , and when 
reproved, he took it for granted that the men or was mis- 
taken; so there was really not much to be dot e about the 
Hermit, except offer him as a mascot to an inlVriority com- 
plex clinic. He was not so much hard as rubbery, a ball 
of springy bounce, a tough Victorian individual lingecing 
on into the mass-produced twilight of a softer age. The 
London slums of the ’sixties were a merciless breeding- 
ground ; if a spirit and body survived them, it was tough 
indeed. Also, all the Hermit’s glands worked properly, 
which gave him an unfair advantage. 

He bore no malice towards Saxon, who had helped 
Colonel Phillips to run him out of the yard, for he had 
floored Saxon. The Hermit had been drunk, but he 
remembered flooring Saxon, for whom he felt a large good- 
humoured contempt, such as any man of the world would 
feel for a provincial boy. 

But though the Hermit was not malicious he had a strong 
^‘'ense of poetic justice; and that sense was satisfied when 
he beheld Saxon, that nice respectable boy, that interferer 
with the doings of his elders and betters, that pokenose, 

• that (here the Hermit, fishing in his memories of Seven 
Dials in 1868, brought up some mammoth bones of 
Victorian slang) that greenlander and teakettle coachman, 
with his arm round the waist of his employer’s daughter. 
The Hermit had shouted to Mr. Wither that something of 
the kind was going on; and lo! he Vas right. In his triumph, 
he sang Peek-abo. . • 

But when he saw their, pale startled faces, he suddenly 
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had a good idea. He looked smilingly down on them 
between the leavesi of the thick bough across which he 
straddled, and waited for them to speak. 

‘‘Better take no i{^otice,’* muttered Saxon, starting up 
the car. “It’s all right . . . don’t worry, Miss — please 

don’t mind, Tina. The old (sorry), he ought to be 

shot. If we get off at once ” 

But the Hermit, shinning down the tree like a squirrel, was 
already standing across the narrow lane in front of the car. 

“No ’urry,” said the Hermit mildly. “I can take my 
time. I ain’t busy this morning.” 

“Get out of the way,” called Saxon, in a low tone. He 
had gone white. The car began to move. 

“Saxon! Don’t! Everything’ll have to come out if you 
hurt him. Stop . . . pleased 

He braked just as the car touched the Hermit’s legs. 

“Temper,” observed the Hermit. “Narsty temper. No 
call for it. Bleshyer, I won’t tell nobody. Why should I? 
Wot’s it got to do with me if you like to ’ave a bit of slap 
and tickle on the q.t.? We’re only young once. You le’ me 
alone. I’ll le’ you alone, see? That’s fair enough, ain’t it?” 

Tina nodded with a weak, frightened smile, glancing at 
Saxon’s angry face. 

“Hadn’t we better be getting on?” she remarked conver- 
sationally. Her knees were trembling. 

“I will when he lets me.” Saxon raised his voice. “Stand 
clear, will you? We’re late now.” He tried to spe&k 
civilly but his tone only sounded contemptuous. 

“Oh, there’s no ’urry. You ain’t so far from ’ome as 
all that. What did the young lady say about everything 
coming out, eh? Wot ’ave you two been up to? Nothin’ 
old Shak-per-Swaw wouldn’t like, I ’ope? Upsets very 
easy, old Shak-per-Swaw does. Sensitive as a ’arp, as they 
say. I’m sure you woul^’t like to upset ’im, would yer?” 

“Saxon,” whispered Tina, her head bent, opening her 
handbag, “it’s na use, we’ll have to give him something.” 
She was folding up a ten-shilling note. 
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“Don’t be a fool,” Saxon’^ siarp Whisper c.ime oddly 
from one side of his mouth, convict-f^ishion. ‘ Give him 
half a crown — if you like — but mi^h better not. He’ll 
only come back for more, though. Blasts him . . he’s got 
us where he wants us. Here . . .” one hand Citme down 
on hers, and pushed the note back into her handbag, the 
other felt in his pocket. He brought out a shillnig. 

“Have a drink with us,” he called, and spun the coin 
across to the Hermit, who caught it. 

The old man’s dirty grin, Saxon’s slight, knowing smile, 
sickened Tina. Common men are horrible flashed through 
her head. If I’d been with Giles Bellamy he’d have managed 
things somehow and got me out of it without coming 
down to the old man’s level and making a joke out of it in 
that beastly way. 

She felt dirtied: and very angry with Saxon. The fact 
that a shilling meant something to Saxon, and nothing to 
her, made her angrier still. It did not occur to her that if 
she had been with Giles Bellamy the situation would never 
have arisen. 

“That’ll do to get on with,” shouted the Hermit, crawling 
through a hole in the hedge. “I won’t say nothing, don’t 
you worry. Course I won’t.” Then, more faintly as he 
went down into the wood, “You le’ me alone and I’ll le’ 
you alone, see.” 

\fter hfis voice had faded, there was a long silence. 

* Both felt angry, frightened and vaguely miserable, as 
though they had lost something beautiful, and did not 
know what was going to happen to them. 

Something will have to be done now, I suppose, curse it, 
they thought. 

He had left the car halfway across the lane at an odd 
angle as though there had been an accident, and though he 
knew that he must move it because*a farm cart might come 
along at any minute, he felt too irritable, hot and depressed 
to start. • 

Atrlast Tina said coldly, • 
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“We’d better get bn, hadn’t we?” 

He started up the q^ginc without answering. She needn’t 
take that tone about at. She’d started it. If they landed 
in a hell of a muck, whose fault would it be? 

He got the car straight and moved quickly down the 
lane, making for the main road where there was a bit of 
traffic and he would have to keep his eye on the driving. 
He got angrier with himself every minute, and cursed his 
fatal habit of “letting-go.” Here he was, tangled up with 
her, not wanting to let her down, likely to be bled by old 
Falger instead of himself bleeding old Wither, likely to get 
the sack without a reference — all because he had bloody 
well been soft. 

The path of the Super-Man is even harder than sub-men 
suppose." 

Out on the main road to Bracing Bay dust hung thickly, 
sent up by lorries and cars on their way to the sea; but 
the roar of heavy engines was unnoticed by the contented 
looking women hanging up wet clothes in the gardens, 
glowing with flowers, that surrounded hideous bungalows. 
It is fortunate that such a few people mind ugliness and 
noise. 

“Hadn’t we better be getting back?” suggested Tina, 
coughing. 

He took no notice : and she was thrilled (the exact word). 

She had read that women were men’s equals and she^ 
believed it, although her own experiences had never proved 
it. Now Saxon was treating her as an inferior. It was 
exciting to see the books caught out. The car fairly flew 
along the noisy dusty road! They would be simply fright- 
fully late for lunch! 

“Saxon.” 

“What?” 

A gentleman would ^ave said Well? reflected Tina. 
Saxon was certainly not at his best this morning; he kept 
doing things that reminded her Jie was common. 

‘^Do stop a minute. We must talk.” \ ^ 
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He began to slow the car. ^ I 

“ Down there.” She pointedf to another of those beguiling 
lanes, greeny-white with meadowsweet^ and the turned 
and bumped slowly down it. Saxon loclked sullen and bored. 

“What did he mean — ^you leave me alone and I’ll leave 
you alone?” she inquired, when the engine had si >pped and 
all was quiet. She knew what the Hermit had iaeant, but 
she was still angry with Saxon for not being a gentleman 
and wanted to hurt him. 

He went red. Then he said in a surly voice, 

“He goes with my mother. You know that as well as 
I do.” 

'‘Yes. I’m sorry.” 

“What do you want to ask me for, then, if you know 
already?” / x 

“I’m sorry, Saxon, really I am. I’m afcrutgl You sec — 
oh, it’s all so difficult,"" ended Tina a&ctedly, but her 
eyes filled. 

He was staring away down the lane, misty with nodding 
white lacy plates of flowers on either side, scented with a 
muzzy-sweet smell. Never had he looked to her so young, 
sulky, and ill-bred, like a farm boy in a scrape. 

There then happened a commonplace miracle. At the 
same instant that Tina, miserable and angry, leant towards 
Saxon, angry and alarmed, he turned towards her, put his 
arms round her and passionately kissed her. 

* “Don’t let’s quarrel,” he muttered, between kisses. 
“I don’t know what the hell’s up with me.” 

. Pause. 

“Darling, you love me, that’s it. Don’t you? You love 
me. Do say it. That’s what . . . say it, darling.” 

“I love you,” he mumbled bashfully, reddening furiously. 
Then he suddenly drew away from her, and she caught her 
breath, inwardly, as she saw him itin in his flying feelings, 
hold them, and look them over. ^ • 

“Count I do love you, tqo,” he said, looking full at her. 
“Sweet little thing, you are,” diving at her again. • 
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“Saxon,” holding him pff with a small hand spread on 
his chest, “I’m thirty-five. How old are you?” 

“Twenty-three in becember.” 

“Then I’m twelve ^ears older than you are,” forcing out 
the wretched words, hateful as only truth can be. “You 
knew I was much older than you, didn’t you?” 

“Yes,” tranquilly, studying her delicate face, flushed and 
pretty, her big shining eyes, “but not so old as that. You 
didn’t look that old. Educated ladies don’t. You’ve never 
had to work ; that’s what makes women like my — ignorant 
women look old.” 

“Then you don’t mind my being so much older than 
you?” she persisted. 

“It’s no good minding,” he answered, with the harsh 
working^lass common-sense that she would have to get 
used to. “You can’t help your age. I don’t mind if you 
don’t,” bending towards her. He did not seem very 
interested. 

“I do, but it’s no use . . .” the words were lost. 

When she sat up again, tidying her hair, she said prac- 
tically. 

“What are we going to do about -this?” 

“Plenty more where that came from,” drawled Saxon, 
smiling, pushing his cap to the back of his head. The sun 
beat warmly on their faces, the very leather of the car’s seat 
where her hand rested was summer hot. 

“No,” laughing, “no, but it’s serious. We can’t go on* 
like this, Saxon, because that horrible old man is bound 
to come for more money, and the more we give him the 
more he’ll want, and I’ve only got about seventy pounds.” 

“I’ve got twenty-one. And I’ll see him somewhere before 
he gets any of it. But I don’t think he’ll do much. It’s just 
talk. If I leave him alone and don’t say much about him 
and my mother, he’ll leave us alone, the old bastard.” 

This time he did not apologize for the word. He dropped 
his cap on the seat, leaned ba^k, and took out a cheap 
cigarette case, staring down the road with half-shut ^yes. 
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That was a bit of a shock, hearing seventy pounds was all 
she’d got. Part of his mind \va5 disappointed, another part 
of it swore that he would never take if penny of her money, 
because a man can’t. / 

“The point is ... do you want to go on seemg me?” 

He laughed at her, nodding. 

“Oh well . . . kissing me, if you like. Yes, well, if you 
do we must think of some safe place to meet and I must 
stop having lessons like this, it won’t be sate while that 
old man’s about.’’ 

“All right. I’ll think of somewhere.” He sat up and put 
on his cap. “Time we were getting along.” 

• He added in an experimental tone “Darling,” then 
repeated emphatically “Darling. Sounds kind of funny, 
doesn’t it?” 

“It sounds sweet,” said Tina absently, leaning bapk as 
the car began to move. She was thinking that although the 
affair had leapt forward that morning into a new warmth, 
it was as far as ever from being “settled.” No plans had 
been made : yet now they would never be happy unless they 
were kissing each other. 

What would Doctor Hartmiiller suggest? 

Plainly, too plainly, there rushed into her mind what 
Doctor Hartmiiller would most certainly suggest; but she 
shrank, shocked, from the thought. Oh no, that’s out of 
the question, she told herself decidedly. Her education, the 
traditions by which she ruled her life, her common-sense 
and her modesty were all agreed that Doctor Hartmuller’s 
remedy was an impossible one. 

But she had forgotten that by her side was a young 
man, also moved by the morning’s kisses, inexperienced, 
more fastidious than most youths of his class, and strongly 
attracted by he^. 

As they drew near to The Eaglos, Saxon said quietly, 

“When are you going away?” , 

“Oh!” She turned, startled. “I’d forgbtten that. I don’t 
know; soon, I suppose,* It depends on what Doctor 



\ 

238 NitoHTINOALB ^OD 

Parshara says abou^ my father. A wi^emonth! You won’t 
stay here all that time, will ^you? I mean, won’t you go 
away, too? You we\it to Bracing Bay last year, for a fort- 
night, didn’t you?” 

He nodded, turning the car into the drive. 

haven’t the money to go away for long,” he said, 
looking at the road ahead, “but I was thinking — it’s a pity 
you can’t get away somewhere by yourself this time. 
Without any of them, I mean. Then ... I could come too, 
perhaps.” 

""Saxon,"" she murmured, staring at him, while her heart 
began to beat strongly. 

“Yes.” 

He braked. 

“Then we could have a nice little holiday together,” he 
ended. “Darling,” he added, as an afterthought. 

“Do you mean ... in the same hotel?” 

“I mean in the same ...” 

He let the last word come almost in a whisper, and gave 
her a country lad’s smile that went straight back into the 
sturdy green woodland of England’s unwritten love history ; 
a hind lying under the oaks in Windsor Great Park might 
have smiled at a girl like that, four hundred years ago when 
the trees were young. 

“Wouldn’t you like that?” 

“Better than anything,” she nodded, dazed but honest. 
It was surprising how quickly education, modesty, common* 
sense and tradition could swallow a shocking idea. 

“Same here,” and as he leant across to open the door 
for her he broke into his delightful gay whistle; then 
stopped long enough to say “That’s settled, then.” 

He had taken charge of things now; and he felt utterly 
self-confident and cheerful. His gaiety spread to Tina; as 
she ran up the steps she<was laughing, the sunrays warm on 
her lifted face. 

Neither of them looked beyond the thought of a week- 
end’s pleasure. 



CHAPTER XVfll 


S tanton, most exclusive resort on the coast of Essex, 
is so well organized in its business of supplying pleasure 
to wealthy people that melancholy is never permitted to 
creep over its neat grounds and gay little pavili>»ns even at 
the dangerous hour of twilight, when any coast town has a 
habit of looking sea-grey and sad. The red, green and 
yellow fairy lights twinkle out along the promenade at 
Stanton a full half-hour before the twilight ^gins, and ‘all 
the well-kept, expensive hotels put up their fat gold lights 
as well, to keep the sea-dusk at bay; while the streets of 
pretty villas in their luxuriant gardens are so full of young 
people in white hurrying back from tennis and of groups 
laughing over pleasant plans for the evening or to-morrow, 
that the little town seems in the midst of a never-ending 
party into which melancholy cannot imaginably intrude. 

It is a clean, well-panned place with no buildings earlier 
than 1900, and no slums. The shops are small, dear, and 
excellent ; many exclusive London firms have branches down 
here. The air is superb, as only East Coast air can be. Some 
people swear that the air of Bracing Bay (n6e Clackwell, 
.but the Mayor and Chamber of Commerce got that changed 
on the grounds that it was vulgar and did not describe the 
place and would not attract desirable visitors) is even better. 
But then the air of Bracing Bay, eight miles down the coast, 
sometimes smells of winkles and shrimps, which the Stanton 
air does not ; Stanton has no pier, and Bracing Bay has two, 
and piers, as aqy seasider knows, do encourage winkles. 
A gay, prosperous, snobby little place is Stanton, with an 
atmosphere of expensive games hovering over it. Hetty 
Franklin disliked it more than any place she knew because 
it has no extremes. * 
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A little girl in well-cut grey flannel shorts and the blazer 
of an expensive school (n6 okc was shabby in Stanton) was 
all alone on half a 'mile of sand newly smoothed by the 
waves, absorbed in a^jjearch for one particular kind of pale 
pink shell that is found at Stanton and Bracing Bay — and no 
doubt at other places also, but somehow it seems to belong 
especially to these two resorts, the refined and the common, 
lying some eight miles apart on the Essex coast. 

“Looking for shells?” inquired Viola, sauntering along 
the sands in her usual before dinner walk, feeling bored 
and sad. 

“Yes,” replied the little girl cautiously, nodding without 
looking up. She had been warned not to talk to strangers. 

She went slowly hopping on, making the most of the last 
fifteen minutes before bedtime, and every now and then 
pouncing on one of the precious shells. 

This place is a bit too posh for me, thought Viola. We’ve 
been here nearly three weeks now and I don’t know any- 
body. Except that it’s marvellous changing for dinner every 
night, I shan’t be sorry to go home. 

Doctor Parsham’s verdict upon Mr. Wither had not 
been alarming, but he had explained that the liver was dis- 
ordered and had recommended that, instead of going as 
usual to Stanton for a month, the family should go this 
year to the Lakes, where the softer yet bracing air would 
benefit the liver more than would the strong breezes of the 
coast. Of course there had been indescribable uproar over 
this proposal, which had been debated from every conceiv- 
able angle until everybody was exhausted and almost in 
tears, but at last a plan had emerged, and been carried out. 
Mr. and Mrs. Wither and Madge had gone for the month 
to Derwentwater, whence they could take motor-excursions 
to what was left of the local beauty-spot while Tina and 
Viola repaired for a iponth to the White Rock Hotel, 
Stanton, where the family usually stayed. 

Tina had enheated her father that she might go to 
Stanton as usual, declaring thaf she would die if she did not 
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smell the sea, though as for , dyeing shfj had been looking 
noticeably well lately, had put on weight, and so on. But 
Mr. Wither was feeling so out of sorts and so wearied by 
the discussions about the holiday that he had allowed Tina 
to have her way, only insisting that Viola should go with 
her, as the proprietor and staff of the White Rock where the 
Withers were known and revered, would think it peculiar if 
she went alone. Polo was boarded out with Coloitel Phillips, 
the car was put away and Saxon turned loose with a month’s 
wages, the maids were given permission to ask friends to the 
house in the family’s absence ; and off everybody went. 

Jina is a beast, mused Tina’s sister-in-law, turning away 
from the darkening sea and beginning to walk slowly across 
the sands towards the twinkling lights of the promenade. 
Even if she didn’t want me to come (and she looked simply 
furious when Mr. Wither said I was to) she needn’t be so 
beastly to me, going off all day to see her beastly Elenor 
Lacey and never saying a word to me when she is here. 
She used to be so nice; I don’t know what’s up with her 
lately. She needn’t think I like being here — except the 
changing for dinner. 

At the thought of changing for dinner she looked more 
cheerful, and turned, as she came to the little water-worn 
wooden steps leading down to the sands, for a last look at 
the sea. How big and sad it was! her own face grew sad 
as she gdzed. I wonder if you flew straight across there 
you’d get to France? I wonder if He’s in France and 
what He’s doing? Kissing her, I suppose. I wish I was 
dead. Well, not exactly dead, but I wish I was a nun or 
something, or something simply marvellous would happen 
to-morrow. 

The reader will by now have divined that Viola’s nature 
was neither passionate nor deep nevertheless, its sweet 
shallows had received from Victor as deep a wound as they 
could carry. She was so miserable that she was surpAsed 
by her symptoms ; the way she cried at the least thing, grew 
thirinfr, and experienced all kinds of unfamiliar he^- 
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beating and blushini'js. Sl:\p honestly endeavoured to control 
her feelings, saying to herself Good Lord, girl, pull yourself 
together for heaven^s sake. Get a Grip of Your Guts, as 
Shirley would say; it was useless; all her affection, her 
youthful healthy senses and her romantic dreams flew 
constantly back to those moments in the summer-house and 
fluttered about Victor Spring. 

The miserable part was that she could not make herself 
believe that all was over, and that he would soon be married 
to someone else. She spun day-dreams through the long 
hours that she sat on the promenade in the sunshine with 
a novel by Denise Robins, her white shoes crossed, her 
curly head resting on the sun-warmed canvas, staring 
dreamily and unhappily at the cheerful well-dressed crowds, 
and the-^worst of these dreams (or silly thoughts, as Viola 
sternly called them) was that she felt so bad when it was 
time to stop thinking them and go in to lunch; and Tina 
was no help, on the days when she was in to lunch, for she 
only sat with a soppy look on her face, silently eating a good 
deal and saying over the pudding that she was going over 
to Elenor’s again that afternoon, if Viola did not mind ; and 
of course Viola could not say that she did. 

This Elenor lived about two miles outside Stanton by bus, 
in a village called Rackwater, and she had an invalid husband 
who had been in the war, Elenor and Tina had been at 
school together, and as she had a boring, hard time of it 
with the invalid husband (she was very fond of him, of course,* 
but he was a great worry to her) she liked Tina to go over 
there as often as she could and sit in the garden and talk, 
to the invalid husband while she, Elenor, got on with things. 
When Viola (who would try anything once and liked going 
to new places even if they sounded boring) asked if she 
could go too and help to cheer the invalid husband, Tina 
said no, it was very kind bf Viola but Adrian Lacey mustn’t 
have*any excite mpnt or see any strangers or anything. 

Viola knew quite well what was up with Tina. She was 
in l€>ve with the invalid husband, and that was why she^i^ked 
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to go over there every day and sometimes in the evenings as 
well, when the moon was safling over The myst erious sea. 
It must be awful for Elenor, thought Viola. I wonder she 
has her there. I’m blowed if I would, ^nd I thou /,ht she was 
so crazy about Saxon? Some people haven’t any deep 
feelings. Lucky for them they haven’t. 

She went slowly up the magnificent steps ol the White 
Rock, which was one of the largest and most expensive 
hotels in Stanton. 

“Evening, Mrs. Wither. Been having the o:d constitu- 
tional?” 

That was Mr. Brodhurst. He was the only p< rson in the 
hotel who took any notice of her. He was a funny man ; he 
always called her walk the old constitutional, and pretended 
she was in training for some important race that was coming 
off in the autumn, and they made jokes about it together; 
but Viola thought that Mrs. Brodhurst did not like her very 
much. 

“Yes.” She stopped for a moment to smile at him and 
have the daily joke, standing at the top of the steps with her 
small white-shod feet a little apart, hands in the pockets of a 
tough white coat, her*curls blowing about. 

“Record time to-night, I hope?” 

“Oh yes . . . there and back in twenty seconds! . . . just 
to see how far it was, you know.” 

“That’s the stuff! Better and better. Ah, you wait till 
the autumn! We’ll show ’em.” 

“Felix,” observed Mrs. Brodhurst in a low, nasal, 
mysterious voice, emerging for an instant from behind the 
Daily Telegraph. 

“Yes, dear?” Mr. Brodhurst skipped into the Palm 
Lounge, where the Daily Telegraph swallowed him and 
Viola saw him no more. 

She went on, up the impressive stairs covered with dark- 
red, non-smelling, noiseless rubber. All along th& wide 
window-sills were cacti iij pots. The Wliite Rock kept up 
with the times. If fashion said that ferns were out and ^acti 
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in, then into the White Rock^came cacti. It was a luxurious, 
gay, smart place, ana Viola was glad that she had been able 
to buy some marvellous clothes with that thirty pounds. 

That thirty pounds ^ad been sent to her just before she 
came away by Geoff Davis, Shirley’s husband, with a letter 
explaining that he had succeeded in selling, though at a 
considerable loss, some shares belonging to Teddy that she 
had handed over to him at Teddy’s death. The shares had 
actually been bought for Viola; so now the money was 
hers, too. She had forgotten to tell Mr. Wither about the 
shares when they had had their little talk about money; 
and now she decided that she would not tell him about the 
thirtj pounds, either. 

It was lovely to have all that money. She had bought 
some really marvellous clothes in her usual slapdash taste 
from which the pale blue ball-dress had been a miraculous 
exception, and these had cheered her up for a little while. 

Oh, there was the sea again, almost invisible behind the 
tiny bright lamps along the promenade, looking in at her 
bedroom window. A maid was pulling the curtains, shutting 
out the early autumn evening. 

This is the nicest time of the day, thought Viola, as the 
girl went out and shut the door. She pulled off her coat 
and carefully put it away ; then began solemnly, like a child 
playing a well-loved game, to dress for dinner. 

She laid out her dress, shoes and stockings, put some fine 
oatmeal in the washing basin, smothered her face with cream 
and patted it carefully round her eyes with the tips of her 
fingers ; then she brushed her hair and began to change her 
stockings. 

This half-hour before dinner was the only time in the 
long day when she almost forgot Victor, for then all the 
little rites she so much enjoyed helped to soothe and occupy 
her mind, driving unhapjfiness into the background. She 
was comforted eac^ evening, too, by a dim hope that some- 
thing marvellous might happen after dinner, and it was to 
welcome this event that she dressed so carefully. It nev^r 
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did happen, of course; but ^he^enjoy(yl the vai'ue feeling 
that it might; and she was therefore rather annoyed when 
Tina suddenly came in, after a hasty knock, looki ig agitated 
and dreamy, and at once driving Vi/la’s own p^^ace away. 
She was in her outdoor clothes, and Viola supposed that 
she had just come in from her visit to Elenor. 

“Vi,” she began, sitting down on the bed ai d absently 
pushing Viola’s dress out of the way, “can y.‘U spare a 
minute?” 

“Of course.” Viola rather carefully moved t le dress to 
the other side of the bed. “What’s up?” 

She never felt cross with anyone for long ; her deplorably 
weak nature hardly seemed capable of sustaining a healt-hy 
indignation; and this was quite natural to her; she never 
had to tell herself to forgive people; she just did it without 
thinking. 

“Oh nothing much . . . it’s only that Adrian’s very bad 
and Elenor wants me to go over there for the whole week- 
end,” 

She stopped abruptly, staring down at the bed, fiddling 
with the eiderdown. 

“You look swell to-Tiight,” remarked Viola irrelevantly, 
lifting her wet face from the oatmeal-water and gazing at 
her sister-in-law’s reflection in the mirror over the basin. 
“I like that way of doing your hair.” 

“Do I? Do I really, Vi?” Tina got up and went across 
to the mirror, peered eagerly at her face. “Yes, I do look 
better,” she murmured, “I’ve put on weight.” 

She turned away, sighing. 

“Is he awfully bad?” asked Viola, her soft deep voice 
funereally subdued. 

“Who?” staring. “Oh — Adrian. Oh — yes, he is rather. 
Poor old Elenor.’’ 

“I’m awfully sorry. It must be ghastly.” 

“Yes. Yes, it is. Awful — when you reijiember somfeone 
when they were fit.” 

“Js'he nice looking?” sentimentally. • 
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“Adrian? Oh no j>very ^thin, and he looks very ill now, 
of course. He used lo be, quite.” 

“Well,” turning restlessly from the dressing-table where 
she had been fidgeting Vith Viola’s shabby brush and comb, 
“1 just thought I’d tell you. I’ll be back on Monday to 
lunch.” 

“I say, you aren’t going now, are you?” 

“Yes. Why not?” 

“Oh, nothing, only it’s so funny — ^just before dinner and 
everything.” 

“I don’t see why. I had a ’phone message from Elenor 
about fifteen minutes ago and I said I’d go at once.” 

“.But you’d only just got back from there, hadn’t you?” 

“Yes.” Tina’s hand was on the door. 

“Was he all right this afternoon?” 

“What? Oh yes. No, I mean. No, I thought I might 
have to go back; he was very much worse before I left. 
Look here, Vi, I must dash or I’ll miss the bus.” 

“Oh lord, don’t do that. Fly . . . here, half-a-motor-car, 
though; suppose I want to get hold of you, what’s their 
address?” 

“Oh, send it Poste Restante, Backwater; that’ll find me. 
Elenor won’t want Adrian disturbed with a lot of letters, 
and they aren’t on the ’phone.” 

“What’s Poste . . . what did you say?” 

“Oh, Vi I Here . . . have you got a pencil?” 

After a hunt Viola found one and the back of a stocking 
bill, and Tina scrawled the Poste Restante address. 

Viola watched her seriously. She knew quite well what 
Tina was going to do ; she was going to spend the week-end 
with this Adrian Lacey because Elenor had gone off on a 
visit or something, and that would be a darned silly thing 
to do. • 

“Look here, Tina; it’^none of my business and I don’t 
want 40 butt in, so shut me up if you don’t want any, but 
do you want any — you know— information?” austerely 
inquired Viola, going very pink. • ^ 
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“Oh, good heavens, no!” e:jclaimjd Tina, ',oing bright 
pink in her turn and suddenly surpysing her aster-in-law 
with a hasty but warm kiss. “What on earth di you mean? 
Take care of yourself. Oh, Viola,” fhc suddenly whispered, 
turning back for an instant in the dusk of the cot ndor, where 
the dark line of the sea looked in through a :ar window, 
“Tm so happy, I can hardly bear it,” and he ran off, 
snatching up a little suitcase in her flight. 

Well, that’s a nice state of affairs, 1 must say, mused 
Mrs. Wither severely, going back into her room ind shutting 
the door. Fancy Tina. She ought to have told ne all about 
it and asked my advice; after all, I am a widow. Now if 
there’s an awful row later on, I shall get the blame because 
I didn’t stop her going. But how could I? You can’t stop 
a person when they really mean to do a thing. I should hate 
to kiss somebody who was all thin and ill and somebody 
else’s husband. She is funny. 

The faint sound of the White Rock dance band drifted 
up to her from the Palm Lounge. They were not playing 
the Merry Widow, but her eyes overflowed with tears. 

It has no doubt struck the sensitive and intelligent reader 
as peculiar that so pretty and friendly a girl as Viola should 
not have attracted a court of admiring men at the White 
Rock, or perhaps a bevy of cheerful young persons like 
herself. .There were, however, a number of good reasons 
why she had not. Firstly, all the men at the White Rock 
were attached to women of some kind ; and even when their 
women were sisters or mothers, the men hesitated to 
approach Viola because her prettiness, her sad expression 
and her solitude (for Tina spent most of her time with Elenor 
Lacey) made her Qpnspicuou s ; and there is no quality in a 
woman, we are told, mat the average man dislikes more 
than conspicuonsness. No doubt if the average man were 
given the chance and the incoiAo to run a famous film 
star for a week, nine average men Qut of ten ^'ould 
refuse, bluffly. , 

When it is recollected that Viola wore clothes that were 
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subtly incorrect, played no >^.xpensive games, and was not 
quite a lady, her sohtude at the White Rock Hotel is 
explained. 

Though she enjoyed v^^atching all these smart cheerful 
people from the table that she shared with novels by 
Berta Ruck, Ren6e Shann and other spinners of romantic 
stories, and never wearied of noticing what clothes the 
women wore and of wondering about their lives, she 
never deceived herself into thinking that she was enjoying 
the holiday. Young, silly, ill-bred as she was, she had yet 
learned to distinguish delight from its counterfeits, and she 
had already written to Shirley that the White Rock is a, 
marvellous place but I’m having a rather mouldy time, 
really. 

This evening she went down to the dining-room in her 
usual mood of subdued hope, with a novel under her arm 
called Time's Fool, 

The dining-room at the White Rock was designed to 
resemble the deck of a luxury liner, and the waiters were 
condemned to dress like stewards. There were stylized waves 
and seagulls on the walls, narrow waxed blocks of parquet 
that suggested deckboards on the floor, and a bevy of sea 
gods, dolphins and contemporary bathing beauties wallow- 
ing on the ceiling. The spiritless energy of these frescoes 
was much admired, and people came from far and near, so 
to speak, to look at the place. 

The big room was only a third full, and flooded by 
the devitalizing silvery glow of concealed lighting. Viola 
went to her corner, sat down and propped up her book, 
but before beginning to read, she glanced round the room 
to see who was there; and the first person she saw was 
Victor Spring. 

Her heart leaped to an enormous heigh't; then began 
rolling dizzily over and 'oVer. The marvellous thing had 
happened. He waff here, sitting at a table quite close to 
hers, the bright brown head like a young soldier’s bent 
over & menu. He was in day clothes, and looked borei 
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As she stared, he glanced up to ^ve his order i o the waiter, 
and saw her. ♦ * ^ 

Recognition, pleasure, emh^rrassnlent, went quickly over 
his handsome face. He said ^'ISEShing to the waiter, got 
up, and came over to her table. * 

“Here’s a bit of luck! You expecting anyotie, or may I 
come and have dinner with you?” 

“Yes please. No,” she murmured, shutting up Time's 
Fool and pushing the salt towards him. 

“Not here all alone, surely, are you?” he went on easily, 
catching the eye of another waiter, who hurried up (Victor 
passed the Waiter Test with honours). “Where’s the rest 
of the family?” 

As usual, he spoke to her as though she were a little girl, 
enjoying her confusion. 

“At the Lakes. At least, Mr. and Mrs. Wither and 
Madge are, and Tina and I are down here, only Tina’s gone 
away for the week-end, so I’m alone.” 

“ What a shame (bring me half a dozen oysters, will you?). 
Never mind. So am I. We must cheer each other up.” 

Pause. He leaned back, and looked leisurely round the 
room. Most of the people at near-by tables were staring at 
them, interested by the sudden descent of the smart, 
authoritative young man on that pretty, dowdy little thing. 
One or two of the young women looked faintly envious. 
So did Mrs. Brodhurst. It was simply lovely, Viola was in 
heaven. 

Victor, not troubling to talk, ate his oysters with an 
occasional affectionate smile at his companion. He never 
had much conversation anyhow, unless there were some- 
thing definite to be said about business or sport. Phyllis 
had suspected for a long time that old Vic, though a gem, 
was not overburdened with the grey matter (her words) ; he 
talked so kittle. , 

Feel as though I’d known her for years — a very bad sign, 
he thought. But damrhit, I can’t help it.* I had no idea she 
was here, had 1? Last person in the world I expected to see. 
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It’s not my fault if the one day I come down here she happens 
to be here too, is it?^'l coufdnNt cut her, could I? Besides, I 
ought X6 explain to Ifier ... That was a very dirty trick; 
she got as worked uje as I did that day. I owe her an 
apology. He decided taat presently he would take her for a 
moonlit run in the car and give her the apology he owed. 

“What will you drink, Violet?” 

“Could I have champagne, please?” firmly asked Mrs. 
Wither, who had made up her mind to have everything she 
wanted on this heavenly occasion; and after all, he had 
asked her, and though champagne cost a lot, she had always 
heard, ever since she was a little girl, that he had plenty of 
money. She stopped herself from saying “If it isn’t too 
expensive, please,” remembering that Shirley said men 
hated that sort of remark. 

“Feel like that, do you?” opening his hazel eyes wide, 
and laughing at her. “You fond of champagne?” 

“Oh yes. It’s my favourite wine.” 

“ Buj^ don ’t the Rubbles tick le your nose?” 

“GtTyes, /eifimty; artd'-raJways cfiolTe when I take the 
first sip,” derisively. 

He had not expected back-chat from the little Wither, 
and was amused. He ordered the champagne, which came 
in a silvery bucket misty with ice-dew, and he poured it 
out. 

Fancy me saying that, thought Viola, drinking the 
champagne with bright eyes looking at him over the top 
of the glass. Frightful neck. But I can’t help it. I’m so 
happy and I don’t feel a bit afraid of him, it’s just as though 
I’d known him for years and years. 

Champagne can never be ordered without the temperature 
shooting up. The dining-room at the White Rock was of 
course used to champagne, but a tiny qpiver of interest 
went through the near-t^y tables. Those people are drinking 
champagne — up goes the rocket! Diamonds and orchids 
. . . thoroughbreds and sables . . .*^1 know for a fact he 
ma^e a cool fifty grand . . . chahipagne! 
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“Come for a run in the car afterwards?” aNked Victor 
suddenly; he wanted to mike* sure ihat this evening, so 
unexpected and so pleasurable,* would be prolonged. 

“Td simply love to.” f 

rd got her all wrong, he though!, filling hei glass. She 
isn’t playing any game at all, she’s just a kid. }4ut, oh boy, 
what a temperament! It would be so easy . . but I think 
not. No, decidedly not. It would be a dan aed shame. 
She’s a sweet kid. 

Viola made no attempts at sensible conversat.on, and this 
kept the atmosphere dreamlike and almost tender. They 
exchanged a few remarks about the weather, and the number 
6f visitors in Stanton, and Victor casually explained that 
he had only come down for that afternoon to Bracing Bay 
on business. Bracing Bay, of course was a Hole; it was 
not possible to eat decently in Bracing Bay, and as most of 
his friends in Stanton were away, he had come in to the 
White Rock for dinner. 

“Great luck I did,” filling her glass. “You enjoying this 
stuff?” 

“Yes, it’s lovely,” tranquilly swallowing. 

“Aren’t you afraid of getting tight?” 

“No. I’ve got a very good head.” 

Victor roared, and one or two people glanced across 
amusedly. 

“You* have, have you? What do you usually drink?” 

“Oh well, lemon and barley at The Eagles, but of course 
I’ve had cocktails and gin and lime and sherry and all those 
things, and none of them made me tight. I’m very fond of 
drink, only we don’t have much of it at The Eagles,” ended 
Mrs. Wither regretfully. 

No, I’ll bet you don’t, he thought, but he only lifted his 
glass, laughing across at her, and said nothing. He did not 
even trouble to say that he was motoring back to town that 
night. His mother and Hetty were in London fon some 
months, having shopping excursions witfi the females of the 
Barjow tribe. The wedding would be in early spring, jvhen 
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the fruit trees were out. Phyl had such artistic ideas; she 
planned to decorated her bf idetemaids with apple blossom. 

They finished the' champagne in friendly silence, some- 
times smiling at each^other with bright eyes, a little dazed. 
Viola had forgotten ijina, absent on her risky week-end as 
though her sister-in-laW had never existed ; she had forgotten 
all the other Withers, and the marvellous girl Victor was 
engaged to, and the dead Teddy. There was nothing real 
in the world except this delightful floating feeling in her head, 
and Victor’s eyes looking fondly at her above the smoke of 
his cigarette. 

“Go and get your coat,” he said at last, glancing at his 
watch, “and we’ll go for a run — that is, if you’d still like it?’’ 

If she would like it! She floated upstairs; and floated 
down aggin, looking like the Snow Queen with her fair 
curls above the tough white coat. 

He led her out to where the car stood, tipped one of the 
White Rock commissionaires who held the door open^ and 
waved her in. ^ People stood about chatting after dinner in 
the mild autumn air, waving cigars at the moon. Cars 
glided up, paused to set women down, glided away again. 
There was a stimulating atmosphere of money and leisure 
which Hetty would have recognized as the Smell of Progress. 

Victor made for the south cliff road, where the bungalows 
grew fewer towards a tract of wildish country. 

Below the cliff on one side spread the silver-black sea, 
breathing sadness and a stealthy whispering into the night, 
on the other side rough fields glided past, their tussocks 
ghostly in the moonglow. A rabbit dashed out and scooned 
in front of the car for a hundred yards while Victor hooted 
indulgently ; Viola saw the white glint of its scut as it dashed 
at last into the hedge. There were not many cars on the 
road, because Stanton liked sitting indoofs playing bridge 
better than it liked mp^jnlit motoring; and presently they 
had jthe road to themselves. 

At last Victor ‘stopped, on a lofiely stretch of cliff. Far 
below, the white edges of the \vaves rippled in a blaze of 
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moonlight on the lonely sands, haunting whisper came 
up faintly. He threw away a Wtch aq/1 leant baok, staring 
at the moonway on the black Water and wishing that he 
could start kissing her without sayipg anything. But he 
owed her an apology and he wanted lo make it. She was a 
sweet kid. Besides, he had not brought her here to kiss her. 

“You know,” he began, still not looking at her, “Fve 
been wanting to say I’m sorry about what happ-ned in the 
summer. I’m afraid I hurt your feelings.” 

“Well, you did rather,” mildly, “but it’s all r.ght now.” 

“Sweet of you.” But still he did not look at her. “I lost 
my head, I’m afraid.” 

Viola said nothing. Of course, it was nice of him to sayJie 
was sorry, but she would have liked it much better if he had 
started the kissing. What else had he brought her here for? 

“You — er — you — I suppose you heard ?” 

“About your being engaged? Oh yes.” She went very red, 
then white. Why bring that up? She began to feel miserable, 
and wished he would take her home. Everything was getting 
horrid. An enormous lump rushed into her throat. 

“Yes. Oh yes. Yes, we’re getting married in the spring.” 

In another minute, -he thought savagely. I’ll be saying 
I’m sure she’d like Phyl and we must all do a show together 
some time. Blast. I never ought to have started this. To 
hell with everything. 

Sniff. / 

* “Violet darling, what’s the matter? Don’t cry. Here, 
have mine. There — is that better? What’s the matter, you 
funny little object?” 

“It’s Viola, not Violet. You always get it wrong,” crying 
copiously on his shoulder, “and you always make me 
miserable and I think you’re a beast. I was quite all right 
until you started about getting married. And you don’t even 
know my name properly, either. ♦ It’s” (a kind of wail) 
“an insult, that’s what it, is.” ^ * 

“ I’m sorry, darling. Therp, there,” patting her cautiously ; 
the young women in his set did not need patting; oc^ if 
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they did, they patted themsplves. “ Darling, do please stop. 
I’m awfully sorry.” \ ^ 

“So I should hope.” 

Viola blew her nosrt speaking as haughtily as possible, 
but continued to recliiw^. on his shoulder. Her hair brushed 
his cheek and it felt pretty good. The fact is, she gets me 
where I live, he thought angrily, and I was a fool to bring 
her. I might have known what would happen. Now of 
course I can’t stop kissing her. But he was not trying 
very hard. 

“That better?” he said at last. 

In the pause, they did not hear the desolate whisper of the 
waves. She nodded. 

“Powder for the nose.” He held her case while she 
powdered^ then watched while she combed her curls. Her 
profile was dark and delicate against the silver path on the sea. 

“That’s grand,” helpfully. 

She said nothing. 

Better get her back as quickly as I can. He started the 
car. I’ll never be with her alone like this again ... I’ll see 
to that. But that’s what I said before. He fell back on 
thinking Hell. 

“Well,” he observed at last as they sat in silence with the 
engine ticking over, “I’m afraid this evening hasn’t been 
exactly a riot. I’m sorry. (You’ll know that noisq of mine 
by heart soon).” 

“Oh, I enjoyed the first part, it was tove/y,” earnestly, 
“and I’m sorry I was such an ass. It’s all right, really 
1 mean, I don’t mind as much as all that.” 

“Don’t you?’ dejectedly. “Oh. That’s grand. Well, 
shall we be getting along?” 

They got along; and presently there were cars on the 
road again and bungalows; and the town was near. 

“Will you be married* at Sible Pelden?” inquired Viola 
in a martyred voi 9 e. , 

Not if I bloody well know it, we won’t, with you in the 
congregation. 
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“No. In town.” 

“Oh.” 

Pause. 

“You’re not cross, are you?” 

“ Blast it, Viola,” very crossly indeed, “shut up. Can’t 
you see what — oh Hell. Here, have mine.” 

Despite her second outburst, he managed to back to 
the White Rock without any more talk. Talk uas no use. 
He supposed that he wanted her so much that it was making 
him fond of her ; it sometimes did, but a week-er.d soon put 
that right and he was his own master again. ()nly in this 
case there could be no week-end, and he dimly felt that it 
might be some time before he could risk passing long hours 
winding wool alone with Mrs. Wither. 

The car stopped outside the White Rock. 

“Here we are. Good night, Viola.” He took her hand 
in a. friendly clasp, with a friendly smile, and moved it up 
and down in a friendly waggle. “You go in and get some 
sleep, and you’ll feel quite different in the morning, I expect. 
So shall I. Moonlight and champagne, you know . . . 
wonderful what they’ll do. . . .” He ended in an indescrib- 
ably dreary tone, “Well . ; . on your way, sailor!” 

“I can’t go to bed now; it’s only nine o’clock,” said 
Viola sulkily, getting out of the car. 

“Well . . . read or something. Good-bye.” 

And this time it really is good-bye, he thought, smiling 
determinedly at the tall forlorn girl lingering on the moonlit 
steps, looking so sad. This has just about something’d up 
•the whole something works, this has. If I’d gone on kissing 
her I should have asked her to come away with me and to 
hell with everything. 

And that (thought Victor, driving much too fast along 
the Londoi^ road in the moonlight) that’s not the frame of 
mind for a man who’s shortly goiSg to be married. 

Presently he thought^ zooming through Colchestef, I’ll 
bet she wouldn’t mind having kids. 



cf-iAPTER XIX 

E ven viola’s gentle nature felt some indignation after 
the events of Friday evening. In the midst of the crying 
fits that occupied much of Saturday and Sunday, she fre- 
quently told the pillow that Victor was a beast. That Beast 
he had now become, instead of He and Him. Of course, it 
was very kind of him to buy her all that champagne an4 
take her in his car, but why need he start talking about his 
beastly engagement? 

I was jtist getting over it, and he comes along and stirs 
it all up again. Now my heart darned well is broken and 
I do wish I was dead. I didn’t really wish it before because 
something marvellous might happen and I’d miss it, but 
now it has happened, and it was beastly and I do wish I 
was dead. 

But hotels are not built to cry in. People come popping 
in and out, carrying clean linen and ‘trying not to look at 
the desolate figure on the bed; and soon the desolate 
figure gets up. 

Viola’s indignation helped her to sit in the Palm. Lounge, 
reading with smarting eyelids, to go for walks by ‘the sea 
that had suddenly become autumnal and sad, even to 
accept an invitation to take coffee with Mr. Brodhurst on 
Sunday morning; Mrs. Brodhurst had been suddenly 
recalled to London because her mother was ill. Mr. Brod- 
hurst seemed to admire Viola, and that was comforting. 
He told her that she ought to take up golf, she had the 
figure for it. Willowy, but rounded, said Mr. prodhurst. 
She could not help a miserable inward giggle, thinking how 
Shirle5^ would brand Mr. Brodhurst as a D. O. M. and One 
of The Wandering Hand Brigade. 

But even with the help of indignation and Mr. Brodhtir§t, 
‘ 256 
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she was very miserable and Jonely, and pleased to see Tina 
back to lunch on Monday. | • • 

Tina did not look as a persoj should look w)>o has been 
spending a wicked week-end with thg invalid husband of an 
old school friend. She was a littlelabsent in her manner, 
as Viola had seen her look when site was planning a new 
outfit or learning a new embroidery stitch, bnt she was 
cheerful and calm, noticed at once that soUiCthing was 
wrong with her young sister-in-law, and aM'ectionately 
inquired what. Viola began to cry, and told her all the 
unhappy little story. 

Tina was kind as kind could be. She did not tell Viola 
to pull herself together and take up some interesting hobby, 
nor did she say too harsh things about Victor and make 
Viola want to stick up for him. She took the exciting, 
comforting point of view that Victor was really in love with 
Viola and trying not to be. 

“•Why?” demanded Viola. 

“Oh well, 1 imagine that he thinks you’re not suitable — 
no money, and all that sort of thing.” 

“Do you think he minds me having worked in the 
shop?” reddening. 

“I shouldn’t be at all surprised. That’s the kind of thing 
people do mind,” bitterly. “Not so much as they did, of 
course ; nothing like ; and intelligent people nowadays don’t 
even think about it. But in the country people mind, and 
rich people mind, especially people who haven’t been rich 
for very long, like the Springs. Old Spring only made his 
money in the War, you know.” 

“Did he? Oh yes . . . now 1 seem to remember Dad 
saying . . .” 

“Yes. Jam for the troops or something.” 

“Then do yoi^ think he’ll go on thinking I’m not suitable, 
and marry -her?” tears starting ag^in. 

“I’m afraid so, Vi. You see, a man like Victor Spri;ig is 
fensible. about marriagS, in a way mojrt women simply 
can’t^understand. He wanls someone who can run a_^big 
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house, and entertain smart^ flashy people, and do him 
credit. Now fromiwhat seen of that Barlow hag, she 
could do all that. She’s h(irdly what I’d call a human being 
at all, but she can c}o just the things he wants, and he’s 
known her for years#(you heard what his cousin said) and 
— oh, it’s all most surtable. You couldn’t, you know. Run 
a big place, 1 mean.” 

“Yes I could if I had proper servants. Shirley says that’s 
all it is.” 

“You couldn’t manage them. You’re too soft.” 

“I’d let him and a housekeeper manage them.” 

“Yes, well, that’s an idea. It might work. But I’m afraid 
he won’t give you the chance, my poor dear. It’s terribly 
rough luck, and I think he’s behaved quite detestably, but 
I’m afraid you must just make up your mind to go on caring 
about him for a long, long time; unless, of course, someone 
else comes along.” 

On this melancholy note the conversation ended, and as 
Tina had to go off again that very evening to see Elenor, 
they did not talk about Victor again that day. But though 
she had depressed Viola’s spirits by pointing out how 
unlikely it was that Victor should marry her, she had raised 
them by suggesting that he was in love with her. Viola had 
not dared to think that he might be; she had only hoped 
that perhaps he might like her, and she was much com- 
forted by the notion that he was struggling with a passion 
for her. She imagined him looking gaunt and Worn and 
Miss Barlow asking him what was the matter, and him 
starting and biting his lip until the blood came and muttering 
“Nothing,” with a sigh that was almost a groan. 

But in spite of these solacing reveries, their last week at 
Stanton was most depressing, for the weather turned 
wretched, sending September out in floods of rain, and 
Adrian Lacey became ^ ill that not even*Tin^was allowed 
to go over and see him ; and on the Friday before they went 
home she told Viola that she had had a telephone message from 
Elenor to say that poor Adrian had passed away peacefully 
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in his sleep just after lunclL Ti&a would not go to the 
funeral ; she felt too grieved. ^leaor wcyld sell the bungalow 
and go out to her married sistei^n M^ta. 

So that polished off the Laceys^; and wiat with the 
funeral and the weather and her ptivate gri> f, Viola was 
really pleased to see Saxon drive th% car up to the White 
Rocic on Saturday morning, and felt that it was pleasant 
to be going home. She was looking forward ' ) seeing Polo 
againT of whom she was fond, and she world be twenty 
miles nearer Grassmere. 

“Good morning, Saxon.” 

“Morning, Mrs. Theodore.” 

. Saxon looked so cheerful, brown and well ihat he might 
have been to the sea, too. 

“Did you have a nice holiday?” 

“Extra good, thank you, Mrs. Theodore.” 

“Where did you go?” 

“Vi, be an angel and get my gloves, will you? I must 
have left them on the office table when I went in to pay the 
bill,” interrupted Tina, and Viola hurried off to get the 
gloves, which were afterwards found in the car. 

In less than an hour they were home. 

Mr. and Mrs. Wither and Madge had returned the evening 
before, with health and spirits improved by the Lakeland 
air, and as I'ina and Viola were still in the first flush of 
interest at being again surrounded by their own possessions, 
^ lunch was at first almost a cheerful meal, and even when 
Viola told everybody about poor Adrian Lacey’s death the 
interesting gloom cast by the recital lasted only for a few 
moments. Mrs. Wither said that she seemed to remember 
having met Elenor one Prize Day at Tina’s old school, 
wasn’t she tall and dark with horn-rimmed glasses, and Tina 
said yes, and Mrs. Wither said poor thing, how sad for her, 
have they any children, and Tina^said no, and just as Mrs. 
Wither was saying that perhaps it ^as a mercy, Mr. Wither 
interrupted her to ask if she had remembered to orefer the 
coal, ^ and the Laceys dropped out of the conversation. 
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Through the clear glass of the french windows that Annie 
had polished yesterday igajast the family’s return, Viola 
stared at the dismal garden. Coal . . . yellow leaves lying 
on the wet grass . . . withered dahlias. Winter was coming. 
The faint glow of ex^.itement that she had felt at returning 
to The Eagles faded ^’is lunch went on, in the dark heavily- 
furnished dining-room with familiar uninteresting faces 
round the table. Everyone had some story to tell about 
their holiday, and told it, but heaven knows that such stories 
are never interesting — unless, of course, one is telling them 
oneself— and Viola, after saying “I say, good lord,” once 
or twice, did not listen. 

By tea-time, when she had unpacked and arranged her 
clothes, and fussed over Polo a bit, and learned from 
Fawcuss that “the house was still shut up over at Springs 
except for the head gardener (Mr. Rawlings, that is), he 
says the family’s going to stay in Town over Christmas,” 
she seemed to have been back at The Eagles for weeks ; by 
dinner-time she might never have been away. The long 
quiet hours drifted into days, and the days into a week, 
two weeks. There was no excitement except an occasional 
meeting with Lady Dovewood in Chesterbourne, or tea with 
the Parshams, or, rarely, a visit to church with Mr. and 
Mrs. Wither on Sunday because Mrs. Wither said that she 
really ought to go; also, she loved the little old church, 
where she had used to walk with her father sometimes on 
Sunday afternoons and where she had dreamed of being 
married to Victor Spring, and though it made her sad to 
go there, it also, in a queer way, made her happy. She 
bought a few winter clothes (Mr. and Mrs. Wither seemed 
to think that her clothes were brought by the ravens, like 
Elijah’s dinner, for they never asked her where she got the 
money to buy them), and once she went to Town to see 
Shirley, very fat and bored and crossly waiting for her baby. 

It was a long, dull, sad time. Autumn had come, with 
mists wandering* over the flat liver-threaded covmtrysidf 
that seemed to grow more silent as the winter drew near. 




